W 4 


* 


AX 


* 


—— 


Fg 


225 


I. 


* 
7 


SY 


*> 


o 


HT Xx, 


26d 


4 


CEETS 


* 


2 


2225 


F 


CE 


£2 


1 


py 
Pas 


ny 


# 


to 


LE 


1 


CELL 


a 


= 


= 


4 yd 
2228227 


„„ „„ 
LETT „„ „„ 


nene 
„ 


. 


22 „„ 


SD 
. 


1 


by 
LEES 


= 
1 


1 


4 


7 
— 


< 
* 


i{ 


"1 


LIT 
0 
CES 

Hl 


+ 
2228 
— 
+ 


F 


: 
\ 


+ 
£ 
- 
- 


- * 


* 


n 


1 


N 


4 


IS 


W 


* 


ESILIIELEEET 


LTASSLISIEIESES 


"WS 


* 
1 
nne 

„„ % „ „„ „„ „% „ „ „„ 


rr 


— 


i. 


SAS TEL IEECLTEST 


1 


20 


rr 


4 


nere 


T 
GS) 


= 


+ 


OE SS SSSI SS „eee 


= 


& 


IASSSAAIAALES MISIIIIEIITIIIT 


4 


* 


*r 
rr 


— 
X 


6 


n 
reren 


þ 0 


ay 


ww 4 


rr 


rr 


* 


rr 


W 4 


* 


AX 


* 


—— 


Fg 


225 


I. 


* 
7 


SY 


*> 


o 


HT Xx, 


26d 


4 


CEETS 


* 


2 


2225 


F 


CE 


£2 


1 


py 
Pas 


ny 


# 


to 


LE 


1 


CELL 


a 


= 


= 


4 yd 
2228227 


„„ „„ 
LETT „„ „„ 


nene 
„ 


. 


22 „„ 


SD 
. 


1 


by 
LEES 


= 
1 


1 


4 


7 
— 


< 
* 


i{ 


"1 


LIT 
0 
CES 

Hl 


+ 
2228 
— 
+ 


F 


: 
\ 


+ 
£ 
- 
- 


- * 


* 


n 


1 


N 


4 


IS 


W 


* 


ESILIIELEEET 


LTASSLISIEIESES 


"WS 


* 
1 
nne 

„„ % „ „„ „„ „% „ „ „„ 


rr 


— 


i. 


SAS TEL IEECLTEST 


1 


20 


rr 


4 


nere 


T 
GS) 


= 


+ 


OE SS SSSI SS „eee 


= 


& 


IASSSAAIAALES MISIIIIEIITIIIT 


4 


* 


*r 
rr 


— 
X 


6 


n 
reren 


þ 0 


ay 


ww 4 


rr 


rr 


* 


rr 


THE 


AT H E I 8 T: 


O R, THE. 


SECOND PART 


; | — 


"Soldicrs. Fo ortune. 


= By Mr. THO. OTWAY. 


_ 


—— Hic noſter Authores habet; 
Quorum æmulari exoptat negligentiam 

Patius, quam i/torum obſcuram diligentiam. 

Dehing ut quieſcant porrò mone?, & deſmat 
Maledicere, male 128 ne * a. Terence, 


* — - * 


LONDON: 


Printed for W. FEAL Es, at Rowe's Head, the Corner of 
Efex-ftreet in the Strand; A. BeTTEsworTs, in 
Pater Noſter-Roau; F. Err, at the Bible, R. Wel- 

Line rox, at the Dolphin and Crown, and C. Con- 


— 


ir r, at Addiſon's Head, all without Temple. Bar ; and 


J. BRINDI EY, | at the Kim 4 Arms in New e. 


M BCCXXXV. 


4, 


— 


: b « 4 ; # mz ox f : 

20 4 bas Kal 
5 ' 
f | | | * = 
: - . * 2 : 2 F- : F, py 
1 | : : : : 

ui, ; 

- 


Hf & 
5 * 
* 
# 
- 
*, 
4 


| 
_- 
* 
* | 
| 
* 


— 
# 
A 
: 
=> 


£ g a 
: g oy | 
** 0 
* * 2 
5 ag. F: 4 4 k N 
? 
7 ” * * — * < 
= N ö 1 : 
” ” XP x 5 5 J 
- 98 4 : . 4 3 
* 
A . - go 0 
tae | NE 3 
1 > . 4 * 0 b x - - : 
8 - . : L N 
1 4 4 . * * £.1RP , | 
4 5 | 
4 : 4 . * x g * 2 - 
* 7 * * - . * * 
F i” 6 4 : | 
9 — 1 6 # 
* , : ; 
** * * 8 4 *. by 
I k. bs ag, Pr. 7 * ” ; 
: : 1 * a 9 
x 
1 a - - F 7 ; 
S 4 * i >. 
* 
5 2. 
* # - * t 1 7 P wt 4; 8 
* * — # "= 
* os 1 - ? = * - 
o = * 
I W pe : þ «- , > a 
4s * * ** WA % &+ PY * ad : | 
l ; N x ; ; 
1 4 = = I - ” 4 | 
4 * 9 — 5 1 14 7 - * * 
. — . » 3 
* x ; F : : 
0 * U g 
* . _— ; 
* £ * „ _ — ay 
= " 1 iv a | 
1 a 4 : 4 8 4 = | 
0 | 3 * 1 + * Ls nk F 4 
— : . * * = ” 
3 * . * 7 5 1 ” = 
1 v5 * : | 14 
| 2 N bs i oo 
Þ - — . 
: 1 þ 7 „ 
, | «+ N On 
ks ö 9 : Ev 
2 1 8 s me, - Wa r » 4 
1 ; * * - 2 N = « : 8 4 8 
-_ A | « 
* 2 ix v5 * . - 
* - 
FS : be E F ' 
. % n K oo 3 — + 
> g 5 1 & 4 
Þ 8 ö 2 fo ; 0 ww 
; F| 
p f 
» +» 
5 . 
x . 
＋ 
- 
- 
$ 
8 2 25 — —— — — — — . — 22 . 5 


. ˙ r —— — — 


rn: 


* * 2 
1 cy * 4 - * 
4 5 A / 
JON BT 7 <; ; 
* 1 = 
{8 oe Wo * 
= 0 N * 2 
2927 2 4 * 
nnn. . — 
n Wan by V 
9 0 a 
©7153 2 * 


Lo: RD E Fs 4 N. D E, 


wn Elaelt Son to chi Rt. Hon. his" 


| Marquis of Hall fa.” = 


291.08D, 


EY 
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10 15 8 . Debate with my ſelf, that I could 


UG. your Lordſhip: For tho Epiſtſes 


Dedicatory be lately grown ſo epi- 
8 YES Ceo demical, that either ſooner or later; 


no Man of Quality (hond the leaſt Author has the 
leaſt Pretence to be troubleſome to) can eſcape them 


yet n Your Lordſhip ſhould! be as de 


ve. the common Perplexities that attend your 


Qvality, as Vou are above the common Level ef! it, 
as well in the moſt Exalted Degrees of a Noble Ge! 


nerous Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehenſion, good 
Underſtanding, and daily ripening Judgment, all 


ſenteten d by an obliging Affabilit/ and Condeſcen- 
| 3 | ſion; 


II was not b without a great 40 bf 


4 reſolve: to make this Preſent 9 


1 * 
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The  D E-D.LOAT-LON.. 


1080 of which I have often, in the Honour of Your 
Converſation, had particular cauſe to be proud; and 
For which therefore, a more than 3 Velen, 
E Þube Grateful, PESTS” 


AND it is upon that Pretence, I here prefume to 
: ſhelter this T rifle under Your Protection; for in- 


deed, it has great need of ſuch Protection: having 
at its firſt coming into the World met with many 


Enemies, and very induſtrious ones too; but this 


= I was ſure it muſt live: Mould he but once vouch- 
e to efpouſe its Defence, whoſe Generofity will over 

Sew rol agnobleſt Envy ; whoſe good Nature canrot 
But confound the moſt inveterate Malice; 3 and wig 
Wit muff baffh the ſuncigſt Ignorance, \ 

Mr Lord, Tt would but argue me of the mean- 
eſt Impertinence and Formality, to pretend here an 
Harangue of thoſe Praiſes You deſerves: For he who 
tells the World whoſe Son You are, has ſaid enough 
to thoſe who do not know You ; and the happy 


few, whom You have pick'd and; choſen for- your 


Converſation, cannot but every Hour You are 
pleaſed to beſtow upon them, be ſenſible of more 


than I could tell them in a Volume: Your Lord- 


ſhip being the beſt Panegyrick upon yourſelf; the 


Pon of that great Father of his Country, who when 


all manner of Confuſion, Ruin, and Deſtruction 


Was breaking in upon us, like the Guardian Angel 
of theſe Kingdoms, ſtood up, and with the Tongue 
of an Angel too, e the Subtleties of that 


Infernal Serpent, who would have debauch'd us 
from our Obedience, and turned our Eden into a 
Wilderneſs. Certainly his Name muſt be for ever 
Honourable, Precious his Memory, and Happy 
His Generation, who durſt exert his Loyalty, when 


It Was grown almoſt a Reproach to have _ 


*., 


OY 


ThE DE DICAT ION. 


ank tem. a Torrent of Faction, popular Faß; . 


and fermenting Rebellion, to the preſerving of 
the beſt of a in his Throne, and the happi- 
eſt of People in their Liberties. | 

May he live long to compleat the Reparations 


e has made in our Defence ; ſtill by the ftrength 


of his Judgment, to foreſee thoſe Evils that may 
yet threaten us, and by the Power of his Wiſdom 


to prevent them; to root out. the Footing and 
Foundations of the King's open (nay, and Boſom) 


Enemies: As 2 watchful, bold, and ſincere Coun- 
ſellor to his Maſter ; to be 2 Driver of Treacherous, 
Grinning, Self-ended Knaves, inſinuating Spies, 
and uſeleſs unprofitable Fools from his Service: A 
Patron and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, and Abi- 
lity, which elſe top often, by neglect, are corrupt- 
ed to their Contraries. 

In fine, to continue (as he is) a kind Indulgent 
Father to your Lordſhip, ſo much every way his 
Son, and fit to inherit his Honours, as, in the ſtrong 


and ſhining Virtues: of Your Mind, the fit and 


ſteady Diſpoſition of Your Royalty, the Goodneſs) 
and obliging Temper of Your Nature, is apparent; 
by which only I mwſt ever humbly confeſs, and no 
. preſumptive Meritof my own, I have been incou- 
raged to take this Opportunity of telling the World 
how much I deſire to be thought, 


Fm our Lordfbig . 
Humble Servant fo bh 3 


Tuo. OrwAx. 
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9 HOUGH ee Prolegurs ma - 4 
LE mre a, %% on em hh 
AFL a Cer Were good Prologues 3 . te 
H See found. | le Nn d enen 
To me Fr le Feline kes h m0 8 „ 
For there are Poets prove” rot Nr good). 3 + 38 _ 
| Ibo, the baſe KY gn-Poſt-Dawbers,. Wanting AY 
Steal frum great Maſters. Handi, and. Copy . 
This, if by Chance, befare a noble Feaſt 
Of gen'rous Mit, to whet and fit. your Taſte, 
Some pargnant Satyr in 4 Prologue en DS At 
nd growing Vices) handfamiy; chaftiſe 3-111 © 140 
Each Poetaſter thence preſumes on AS „„ 
5 hid ever after call 95 ' downright 15 le 


. 


"Theſe Marks 8 bel, Bhs — an 0 11 
Wri itmg 'by rote; (ſmall Mit, or none to + Wiſh 
Tangle and Chime's his Study, ' Foil, and Care: Wo» 
He ahways in ons Line upbratas the —_— 
And a good Reaſon why ; it rhymes 12 Stage. 

With Wit and Pit he keeps a hidtout Pather ; 
Ul Sure to be dumu d by One, for want of T other: 
| But if, by Chance; he get the French Mord Raillery, 
| Tord ] how he fegues the Vizor- Maſques with Gallery ! 


| | "Tis ſaid, Altralogers frrange Wonders find 
| Ts come, in two great Planets lately join' d. 


7 
S's 
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1 n. 


From 


9 l 2 
8 HE I N. 0 10 6 W Wen 


PRs eur two Houſes joining, mot will | hold 
Vaſt Deluges of Dulneſs were faretald._ "af" 
Poor Holborn Ballads now being worn away * 
By Tides of duller. Madrigals than they; 
Jockeys and Jennys {et to Northern , 5 
Il hile louſy Theſpis chaunts at Country Fairs 
Politick Ditties, full of ſage Debate, 


— 


And merry Catches, how to Rule the State 1 


Vicars neglect their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators, 
Aud Barky-water, Il bey- fac d Beaus write ES 
Though, nane can . gu 7 to which maſt Praiſe: 2 
To the Learn'd Verſions, Scandals, or the er, 

For all things now by Contraries fucceed 5 


Of Wit or Virtue there's no longer — WI | 


nt 


Beauty ſubmits to him 1000 mud 10 rails I ER en pe 


Il ho for his beſt Pk rms would 3 

Let him renounce all Honeſty, nd, me. 

Villains and Paraſites Succeſs will gain ; 

= in the Court af Wit, ſhall Dulneſs reign 1 | 
Let tb angry Sguire give his Iambicks 0 7 0 

nd Cravat-ftrings, but write Lampoons zo amore, 

Rhymeſters get Wit, ger they pretend 10 ſpeto it,. 

Nor think a Game at Cramboe mafes , _ N 

Elſe is our Author hopeleſs of Such, 

But « then his: Study fall be, nent time 15 N 

Hell find out Ways to your Applaſe more 49h; 3 im 

That is, write worſe and worſe, fill he can pleaſe ye.” 
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[ 


Sylvia, Wale Wie, 5 
Mrs. Furniſb, an Ex- 


change- Woman, 


FD Barry. 
Mrs. Butler. 
Mrs. Currer. 


Is. Oſborn. 


Phillis, Porcia's Woman, Mrs. Percival, 


Six Ruffians, Footmen, a Dwarf, and 
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ACT I. 8 CE NE 1. 


Enter Bes and bis Father, f 


E 5. ds 


IR, I ay and ſay again, no Matrimo- 
; ny; Ill not be noo#d:; Why, I beſeech 


| You, Sir, tell me Plainly- and Owe 


W dr DOOR 
Fath. Why, PNG "= your «ola 
Falke, "was ma marry dbefore you were born. 

Beal. yet Sir, and 1 thank you, the next thing you 
did, was, you begot me ; EI Conſequence of which was 
IS © | S 


— — 


26 follows: As {2% as- 1 Was Hogg you 8 88 me (ho: o Note, 


Where 1 ſuck d twp/Years- of the! ; Bifty Hugs of a foul- 


Teeding' Witch, that liv'd in a hatch? Sty upon the 
[neighbouring omen; as ſoonCas T Was big enough, 


Zhat-you-might be rid of we, you ſefit me io a Place 


Gall d a : School, to be flaſh'd and box d by a a thick- fiſted 


Blockhead, that could not read himſelf; where I learn'd 


no Letters, nor got no Meat, but ſuch as the old Succubn; 
his Wife bought at a ſtinking Price, ſo over-run with 
Vermin, that it us d to craw} home aſter her: 
Tab. Sirrgh, it Was the more noutiſhing, a nd made 
duch y young idle Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you 17 


remember the young Dog at twelve Vears old had a broad, 


ſhining, puft Bacon face, like a Cheribim, and now he 


won't marry. 
Beau, My next Removal was home again; and then 


you did nat know what to do with me farther, till after 


a Twelve-month's Deliberation, out of abundance of Fa- 


therly Affection and Care for your Polterity, you. very 
ciliy and fairly turn d me out of out Doors. 

Fath, The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell'q 
with too much Plenty, and- ook up Arms Rr my 
Concubine. Turn'd you out of my Doors ! 

Beaa. Yes, turn'd me out of Doors, Sir. 

Fatb. Had I not Reaſon, Maſler Hector? 

"Beau. As I had then, ſo have I now too, Sir, more 
Manners than to diſputè the Pleaſure of à Father. 

Farb. Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the Truth 
ot. The Dog would bea prfüy Fellow, by : NN but 
perſſrade him to marry | 


{153 „ 5 | 
Beau. Turn q out 1 Doors af Was,, „ remem- 
ber, Sir, you 1205 me not a Shilling ;,my as and | 


my Virtue was all I had to truſt to. 
Fath. Bleſs us all! Induſtry and. Virtue, guoth: al Nay, 
L..have;a-very, virtuous Son and Her of, E that's the 


Truth on't. : & S379 UDS1HC- wit, : 21.2 307 S'& 0 * bib 


SEM 
N 8 | Beau, 


24 


The 80 DER ForTuxE. - 17 


Beans. Till at laſt a good Uncle, who now (Peace be 
with bis Soul) ſleeps: wich his Fathers, beſtow'd a Por- 
tion of two hundred Pounds upon me, with which I 
took Shipping, and: ſet: Sail for the Coaſt of Fortune. 

Fath, That is to ſay, you went to the Wars, to learn 
the liberal Arts of Murder, Whoredom, Burning, Ra- 
viſhing, and a few other neceſſary Accompliſhments for 


this Civil Government, Where . be __ none 
of thoſe Virtues need grow ruſiy. 
Beau. Sir, I hope 10 A eee you! no Dithoniou 
home with me. 
Fath. Nay, the lrg Monkey has not behav'd 
_ himſelf. unhandſomly, hat's the Truth of the Buſineſs; 
but the Varlet won't marry: The Dog has got two 
"thouſand Pounds a Year left him by an old curmudgeonly 


= mouldy Uncle, and I. can't perſwade him to mar 
: | Beau. Sir, that curmudgeonly mouldy Uncle you ſpeak 
| of; was. your. elder. Brother, and never married in all his 


Life; He dying, bequeath d me two thouſand Pounds a 


Y ear: Voq, Sir, the younger Brother, and my honourd 

7 Father, have been marry'd, and are not able, for aught 
F can perceive, to leave me a bent Nine- Pence. So, Sir, 
I with. you a great deal of Health, long Life, and merry 
as it has been hitherto ; but for Marriage, it has thriven 

: ſo very ill with my Family already, that I am | reloly'd to 
have nothing to do with it. 

h Fab. Here's a Rogue e Villain! ! ne S 

it von have loſt all Grace; you have no Duty leſt; you 

7 are a Rebelg I ſhall, ce yu hang d, Sirrah. Came, 

1 come, let me examine you a little, While I think on't-: 

F What Relics, are you of ? ——— hab?; 


Beau. Sir. I N «hes took. regt 975 1 . born to 
Gems cited. | mio een e bg 


* 443 £ u WIEIFE Path! 


a young Gentleman to ſet up 'a Livelyhood withal in 
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14 The ATHEIST: Or, 


* Fath. Oh Lord! Chriſten d! here's an Atheiſtical 
Rogue I thinks he has mee, een a he can ee 
call himſelf a Chriſtian. © a 
Beau. Wr Sir, would you bare me  diſown my 
" Baptiſm 2. 

_ Fath,No, ce dur L would | have. you! own har 
ſort of Chriſtian you are tho. 

Beau. What fort, Sir??? 

Fath. Ay, Sir, what ſort, Sir, 

Beau. Why, of the honeſter ſort. + 
Fach. As if there were Knaves of all ſorts. RD 
Beau. Why then, Sir, if that ber ſatisfy you; * am 


of your ſort. 
- Fath. And that, for ought you know, y be of no | 


fort at all. 
Beau. But Sir, to make ſhort of * tres" 1 am of 


the Religion of my Country, hate Perſecution and Pe- 


nance, love Conformity, which is going to Church 


once a Month, well enough; reſolve to make this 
tranſitory Life as pleaſant and delightful as I can; and 
for ſome "ſober RENE beſt known to wy elf, reſolve 
never to marry. 
Farb. Look me in che Feel tand til, and look 
me in the Face, So, you OT ry e 
Bean. No, Sir. 
. Fath. Oh Lord! | 
Beau. But I'll do ſomething that ſhall be more efor your 
good, and perhaps may pleaſe you as well. Knowing 
Fortune of late has not been altogether ſo good natur'd 
as ſhe might have been, and that your Revenues are 
ſomething anticipated, be pleas'd, Sir, to go home as 
well ſatisfy'd as you ean, and my Servant ſhall not fail 
to meet you at your Lodgings, with a hundred ſmil- 
ing Smock-fac'd Guineas within this half * now 
who the Devil * marry ? . 


b. 


Ss 2 1 2 
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The Sor Drers' Fox TUNE. 15 


Fab. No body that has half an Ounce of Brains in 
his Noddle. The ungodly good: natur d Rogue is in the 
right on't ; damnably, damnably in the right on't. 

Beau. So, here's a- Father for yo now! [Afde. 
_ Fath, But look you, Fact now, little Jack, two thou- 8 
fand Pounds a Year — Why thou wilt be a damnable rich PE 
Rogue now, if thou doſt not marry ; tho I know thou I 
wilt live bravely and deliciouſly, eat and drink nobly, [ 
have always half a dozen honeſt, jolly, true-ſpirited Ut 
ſpritely Friends about thee, and ſo forth, ha? Then for = 
Marriage, to ſpeak the Truth on't, it is at the beſt but 1 
a chargeable, vexatious, uneaſy ſort of Life; it ruin'd 
me, Fack, utterly ruin'd thy poor old Father, Fack. 
Thou wilt be ROWE to enk * hundred Pound, 
Jachy Boy, hah ? th 

Beau. Moſt ena, Sir. 

Fath. Thou ſhalt always, every now and then chat is, 
lend thy old Father a hundred Pound, or ſo, upon a 
good Occaſion, Fack, after this manner, in à friendly 


way: You muſt make much of your old Daddy, Fack : F 
But if thou haſt no mind to it, the Truth c on't is, I 1 
would never have thee marry. 1 
Beau. Not marry, Sir? 7» 
Fatb. No. | „ 15 
Dean No? 14 
Fath. No. A hundred Pound, Tack is an little oh 
round Sum. „ 
. Beaw, I'II not fail in ſending it. e e | 55 3 
Fatb. Then, Fack, it will do as well to let thy Maw) 5 
come to me to Harry the Eighth's Head in the Back-: ſtreet, = 
behind my Lodgings: there's a Cup of ſmart Racy. 9 


Canary, Fact, will make an oid Fellow's Heart as light 
as a Feather. Ah, little Facky - Rogue! it glorifies 
through the Glaſs, and the Nits dance about in't like 
Atoms in the Sun - ſhine, you young Dog! 
Beau. Do you intend to dine there, Sir? 75 
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Furz. Ay, Man; 1 have two or three bonny old 75. 
bury Noyſterers, with delicate red Faces and bald Crowns, 
that have obliged me to meet them there; they help'd 
me to ſpend my Eſtate when I was young, and the Rogues 
are grateful, and don't forſake me now I am grown _ 
iſh and old Almoſt Twelve o'Clock, aeg | 

Bean. I'll be ſure to remember, S 3t 470! 

Fath. And thou wilt never —_—y Pe et 


* 41 4 


Beau Never, I hope, Sir. 8 
Farb. Ah, you wicked -hearted Rogue ! 1 Foe har 


you will do then, that will be worle:: — I think not 
much worſe neither. Wou'd I were a young Fellow a- 
gain, but to keep him Company for a Week or a Fort- 


night. A hundred Guineas le eee Pb'uy Fach. You'll ; 
remember ? See thee again To-morrow, Fack, — poor a 
Jack. / dainty Canary — and a Wente Re 'd f 
' Wench at the Bar, Db'uy Jack. 8 LExit. N 
Bas, Adien, nen — Tana, BED YT -&- R 
. A Sf Rb, Jo 
Hur 1 5 ie renne, ee 
=. Pour, Did your Honour call? eee RN NEO ee 
1 | Beau. Take a hundred Guineas out of ths Cabinet dh 1 
carry them after the old Gentleman, to his Place of Ren- of 
dezvous. This Father of mine (Heav'n be thanlk'd) is a lo 
very ungodly Father. He was in his Youth juſt fuch ano- fat 
ther wicked Fellow as his Son Fobz here; but he had no $ « 
Eſtate; there I have the better of him. For out of meer for 
Opmion of my good Hiſbandry, my Uncle thought fit to od 
difinherit the extravagant old Gentleman, and lexve all to Pon 
me. Then he was married, there I habe the better of N 
him again; yet he marry'd a Fortune ef ten thoufand pine 
Pounds, and before I was ſeven Years old, had broke my hith 
Mother's Heart, and ſpent three Parts of her Portion: Frie 
Afterwards he was pleas'd to tetain a certain F amiliar 0 
gar, 


Dyck, * 4 ä „Which I one Day, to 
ſhew 


i 
6.7 
1 


2 I 
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ſnew my deer ding⸗ call d Whore, and was fairly turn'd a 
ſtarving for it. Now he has no way to {quecze me out 
of Contribution, but by taking up his Fatherly Authority, 
and offering to Pot the penal Law calld Marriage in Exe- 
cution. I. muſt cen get him a Governor, ard ſend him 
with a Penſion into the Country: Ay, it muſt be fo ; 
for, Wedlock,. I deny thee; Father,-1'll ſopphy thee 5 


The SorpIERS 1 


; and He * Twill have, thee, . Who's there! Fo 


r . 5 a (> eG 


Ferw. Ob, Sir che moſt fortunate Tidings! 

en What's the Matter! — 
; rw... Captain. Courting, your old . F riend; 
and 1. is juſt; arri 'd out of the aner, and de. 
fires to ſee you, Sir. 


Beau, Courtine ! Wait on him up, you Dog, with 
Reverence and Honour. . 


24 4 2% 4 


. . 
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1 
4 Ww 
1 


Han: — 1 4 


Beau. Ab, F riend Ar from — very 2 . 
of my Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou 
Lok'ſt as like a marry'd Man already, with as grave, a 

fatherly, famelique Countenance, as ever 1 aw. 

Cour. Ay, Beaugard, I am mary 'd, that's my. Com- 
fort; But you, J hear, have had worſe Luck of late; an 


old | Uncle. drop'd into the Grave, and two thouſand | 


Poundsa Year into your, Pocket, Beaugard. |; 
Beau. A ſmall Conveniency, Ned, to make. my The. 
pineſs hereafter a little more of a Piece than it has, been 
hitherto, in the Enjoyment of ſuch hearty, fincere, honeſt 
Friends, and good natur'd F ellows, as thou art. 
Cour. Sincere honeſt Friends! havea Care there, Beau- | 
gard —— | am, ſince I law thee, in a few Words, grown 
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an arrant Raſcal ; and as for Good-riature, it is the very 
thing I have ſolemnly forſworn: No, I am mary 2 
Fack, in the Devil's Name, I am marry'd. -- 

Beau. Marry'd ! That is, thou call'ſt a 2 80 TIM 
likeſt, by the Name of Nie: Wife and t'other thing be- 


Zin with a Letter. Thou lieſt with her when thy Ap- 


petite calls thee, keepeſt the Children thou begetteſt of 


her Body; alleweft her Meat, Drink, and Garments, 


fit for her Quality and Fortune; and when ſhe grows 
heavy upon thy Hands, what a Pox tis but a Separate- 
mantainance, kiſs and part, and there is an End of the 


Buſineſs. 


Cour, Alas ! Beaugard, thou art utterly laden : 
Heav'n knows it is quite on the contrary : For I am 
forc'd to call a Woman I do not like, bythe Name of 
Wife, and lie with her for the moſt part with no Appe- 
tite at all; muſt keep the Children that, for aught 1 
know, any body elſe may beget of her Body; and for 
Food and Raiment, by her Good-will ſhe would have 
them both freſh three times a Day: Then for Kiſs and 
part, I may kiſs my Heart out, but the Devil a bit ſhall 


| 1 ever get rid of her, 


Beau. Alas, poor Huſband! but art thou really in 
this miſerable Condition? 


Cour. Ten times worſe, if poſſible: By the virtue of | 


Matrimony and long Cohabitation, we are grown ſo 


really one Fleſh, that I have no more Inclination to hers, 


than to eat a Piece of my own. Then her Ladyſhip is 
ſo jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to make me 
Stallion in general to the whole Pariſh, from theParſon's 
Importance in Paragon, to the Cobler's ſcolding Wife, 
that drinks Brandy, and ſmoaks loathſome Tobacco. In 
ſhort, Fach, ſhe has ſo order'd the Bus'neſs, that I'm half 
weary of the World, wiſh all Mankind hang d, and have 
not laugh'd theſe fix Months. 


Beau. Ha, ha, ha. or Las Cour. 
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Cour. Why, thou canſt laugh, I ſee, . 
Beau. Ay, Ned, I have two thouſand Pound per Hun, 
Ned, old Rents, and well Tenanted; have no Wife, nor 


never will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my Days of 


Mortality all joyful, and Nights pleaſurable, with ſome 
dear loveſome, young, beautiful, kind, generous She, 
that every Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a new 
Bride, and none of the Vexation of a worn: out, inſipid, 
troubleſome, jealous Wife, Wife, Ned. 

Cour. But where lies this Irgalure ? where i is there 


ſuch a jewel to be found? 


Beau. Ah, Rogue! Do you 8 your own Manna 
indeed, and long after Quails? Why thou unconſcionable 
Hobnail ! thou Country Coulſtaff] thou abſolute Piece 
of thy own dry'd Dirt ! wouldſt thou have the Impu- 
dence with that hideous Beard, and griſly Countenance, 
to make thy Appearance before the Footſtool of a Bona 
Roba that I delight in? For ſhame, get off that Smithfield 
Horſe courſer's Equipage ; appear once more like Cour- 
tine, the Gay, the Witty, and unbounded with Joy in 


thy Face, and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Poc- - 


kets, and good Cloaths on thy Back ; and then I'll try 
to give thee à Recipe that may purge away thoſe foul 
Humours Matrimony has bred in thee, and fit thee. to 
reliſh the Sins of thy Youth again. Bleſs us] what a 
Beard's there? it puts me in mind of the blazing Star. 
Cour. Beard, Beaugard ! why I wear it on purpoſe, 
Man; I have wiſh'd it a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, 


when I have been kiſſing ee e 


Beau. Whom ? 

Cour. Wife. Let me never live to bury her, if 
the Word Vi does not ſtick in my Throat. | 

Beau, Then this Peruke ! Why it makes thee how 


like the Sign of a Head looking out of a Barber's Window. 


Cour. No more, no more; all ſhall be rectity'd : For, 


3 to deal with thee . as a Fellow in my damn'd 


Condition 
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Condition can do, e er I reſoly d àbſolutely to hang my- 
ſelf; 1 thought there might be ſome Remedy left; and 
that Was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendſhip: So 


that, in ſhort, I am very fairly run away; pretended 
a ſhort Journey to viſit a Friend, but came to London; 


and, if it be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, or Chil- 
dren again theſe ſeven Years. Therefore prythee; for my 
better Encouragement, tell me a little what Sins are ſtir- 
ring in this noble Metropolis, that I may know my 


Bus neſs the better, and fall to it as faſt as I can. 


Beau. Why faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot, the 


Danger ef the Times, and ſome other Obſtructions of 


Trade and Commerce, Iniquity in the general has not loſt 


much Ground. There's Cheating 3 and Hypocriſy ſtill in 


the City ; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs; Grinning, 
Lying, Fawning, F lattery, and Falſe promiſing at Court; 
Aſſignations at Covent- Garden Church; Cuckolds, 


Whores, Pimps, Bawds, and their Diſeaſes all over the 


3 5 

Cour. But what 253k Spirits ? what extraordinary 
Raſcals may a Man oblige his Curioſity withal? 

Beau. T'll tell thee. In the firſt place, we are over- 
run with a Race of Vermin they call Vitis, -a Generation 
of Inſects, that are always making a Noiſe, and buzzing 
about your Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, 
Libels, Songs, Tunes, ſoft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Pe- 
ruques, and Cravat-flrings, : French Conqueſts, Duels, Re- 
ligion, Snuff- boxes, Points, Garnitures, Mill'd-ſtockings, 
Fourber!'s Academy, Politicks, Parliament Speeches, and 


every thing elſe which they 5 not eee or 8 | 


have the World think they did. 
Caun. Are all theſe Wit? 
Beau. Vee, and be hang'd to em, theſe' are Wits. 


Cour. I never knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that did} 4 
not deſerve to be pillory'd,; twenty ta one if half of then 


can read, and yet they will venture at Learning as fall 


miliacly 3 
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miliatly as if they had been bred. at the Vatican. One of 
em told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done, 
5 would make the beſt Exgliſb Heroick Poem in the World. 
1 I Beſides, they will rail, eavil, cenſure, and what is worſt 
of all, make Jeſts; the dull Rogues will Jeſt, tho they 
- WE doit as aukwardly as a Tarpawling would ride the great 
y Horſe. I hate a pert, dull jeſting Rogue from the bot. 
tom of my Heart. 

Beau. But above all, & 5 al r is pour 
vwitty Squite, your young Heir that is very Witty; who 
having newly been diſcharged from the Diſcretion of a 

| Governor, and come to keep his own. Money, gets. into 
of a. Cabal of Coxcombs of the third Form, who will be 
in ſure to cry him up for a fine Perſon, that he may think- 
g, all them ſo. 

Cour. Oh, your Aſſes e e IJ Nature ex- 
actly. and are always ready to nabble, becauſe it is the 
certain way to be nabbled again: But eur «ny the "reſt, 
what think you: of the Atheiſt ? - 

Beau. By: this good Light, thou haſt Ne me: 
IJ have one for thee of that Kind, the moſt inimitable 
Varlet, and the moſt i nſufferable Stinkard living: one 
chat has Doubts enough to turn to all Religions, and yet 
would fain pretend to be of none: In ſhort, a Cheat that 
would have you of Opinion that he believes neither Hea- 
; pen nor Hell, ane. yet never. feels. ſo much as an Ague- 
fit, but he's afraid of being damn'd. _ 


= Cour. 'That muſt be a very noble Champian, ns cer- 
bg 7 an Original. | 
| | Beau. The Villain has leſs "UP ty than-a We les 


; e than a Hector, leſs: good Nature than a Hang- 
Nan, and. leſs Charity than a Fanatique; talks of Reli- 
Don and Church Worſhip- as familiarly as a little Cour. 
Err does of the Maids of Honour; and ſwears the King 
: Ferves to be chain d out of the City: for ſuffering . | 
2 | obs 


3 
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lous Fools to build Paul's again, when i it would make 
0 proper a Place for a Citadel. 

Cour. A very worthy Member of a Chriſian Com- 
mon wealth, that is the Truth ont. 

Beau. I am intimately acquainted with him. 

- Cour. I honour you for't with all my Heart, Sir. 

Beau. After all, the Rogue has ſome other little tiny 
vice, that are not very ungrateful. r 

Cꝛur. Very probable ; 

Beau. He makes a very good old Man at Balkin rantum, | 
or ſo; that is, when the reſt of the Company is coupled, 
will take care to ſee there's good Attendance paid; and 
when we have a mind to malee a Ballum of it indeed, 
there is no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandalous that he will not be 
very proud to have the Honour to be put upon. 

Cour. A very neceſſary Inſtrument of Damnation, truly. 

Beau, Beſides, to give the Devil his Due, he is ſeldom 
imper tinent ; but, barring his darling Topick, Blaſphe- 
my, a Companion pleaſant enough. Shall Irecommend 
kim to thy Service ? I'll enter into Bonds of five hun- 
dred Pounds, that he teaches thee as good a Way to get 
rid of that Whip and a Bell, call'd thy W ft as thy 
Heart could wiſh for. 

r. And that "is no nal Tempation, I aur 1 


4 


5 . F 9 aue a Letter. 
=_— Kira 
Lens. My C hid?! f 

Cour. A F. for a Guinea, he peaks gence to vi 
¶Aſide. 
3 Tell * he has done me, ſhe has Choſen 
the only Way to enſlave me-utterly ; tell her, my Soul, 
my Life, my future Happineſs, and preſent Fortune, 
are only, what ſhe ll make em. „ 
Bey. At Seven, Sir. 
; . Bean. Moſt infallibly, 


* £ 
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Cour. Ay, ay, tis ſo. New what a damn'd Country- 


out of the Wa , the F amily diſpos'd of ? Come, cOme, 
come, no trifling ; be free-hearted and friendly. 


all I have to ſay; you are married. 
Cour. Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Lie- 


Prithee be patient: I was married about a Twelve- 


communicate, communicate, if thou art a Friend, com- 
municate. 

Beau. Not a Tittle. I have Cad nor, Ned, Conſci- 
ence; tho I muſt confeſs tis not altogether ſo Gentle- 
man- like a Companion. But what a Scandal would it 
be upon a Man of my ſober Demeanor and Character, 


Spouſe roaring againſt me, for debauching * N atural 
n- Haſband ? 

et Cour, It has been otherwiſe, Sir. 
TY Beau. Ay, ay, theTime has been, Courtine, when thou 
wert in poſſeſſion of thy natural Freedom, and mighteſt be 
u. truſted with a Secret of this dear Nature; when I 
might have open' d this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this be- 
witching Name at the Bottom: But woe and alas! O 
| Matrimony, Matrimony ! what a Riot, art _ thou in an 

| honeſt Fellow's Scutcheon } | + 
Cour. No more to be ſaid; I'll into . Cb a. a- 
| gain like any diſcontented Stateſman; get drunk every 
Night with an adjacent School-maſter ; beat my Wife to 
a down-right Houſe-keeper ; get all my Maid-Servants 
every Vear with Baſtards, till I command a Seraglio five 


on b 

1 8 

3 1 

5 Beau. 
* 
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itch have I, to dive into the Secret? Beaugard, 
Beaugard, are all things in readineſs? the Huſband 


Beau. You are married, Ned, you are married; that's 


time, and he ſhall always hear of it — Married, quoth'a ! 


month ago, but that's paſt and forgotten. Come, come, 


to have the unmerciful Tongue of thy Legitimate 


Miles round my own Palace, and be beholden to no Man 
of two thouſand Pounds a Year for a Whore when I want 


9 5 
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- Bean. Good Words, Ned, good Words, let me adviſe 
vou; none of your Marriage qualities of Scolding and 
Railing; new you are got out of the turbulent Element. 

© Came” bither; come; but * firſt let us capitulate : Will 
vou promiſe me, upon the 'Conjagal — to be * 
governable, and very civil?̃ 

Cour. As any made Spaniel, or hang me ap Ark Chr. . 

Bean. Then this Note, this very Billet, Mea, comes 
from a Woman, who, when I. was ſtrolling very pen- 
ſixely laſt Sunday to Church, watch d her Opportunity, 
and poachꝭd me up for the Service of Satan. | AL PSCC! 
Cour. Is ſhe: very ; handiomen:Beaugard ?. tn 

Beau. 'Theſe Country Squires, when « age Suden to 
Town, are as termagant aſter a Wench, as a ty'd-up 
hungry Cur, got looſe from Kennel, is after Cruſts. 
Very handſome, ſaid you!. Let me ſee: No, not very 
handſome neither 3, but. ſhe'll Pals, Nea,,-ihe'il; Pass. % 

Ceur. Voung? „„ nr n ens 

Bean. About Eishteen 4090; Pe GAIRapy: Sc 

Ts G Lord! . Abt 
Beau. Her Complexion fair, with 3 1 Flach 
always read) in her Cheeks,. that orgs if Nature 

were watching erk Opportoniiy. to ſeize and enn 8 

with aer: nig 1 7 8 

Cour Oh che: Dexil, Es Devil! 1 bi . 

Beau. Het E kee ſpriteful, hot, and 
piercing. 158 2 gages; ndnd de 

Cour. The very Deſcription of, her ſhoots me through. 
my eres enn 4 n 156-019 enen 
Beau, Her Hai r. of delicate light Amber-brown, 
curling in huge Rings, and of eee | 

Cour. So. LY: „ oops bi 0 : 

| Beau; Her Forehead Jarges maplüe, 0d econ. 
Cour. Very nnr eine n ot 7 
Heau. Her Noſe drk: ar well faſhioned... ... | 
Cour. ood. 

8 LEES | | Bar, 
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Beau. With a delicious, little, pretty, OS Mouth. 
Cour. Oh! 
Beau. Plump, red, blub Lips. | 

Cour. Ah h | 

Beau. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls! a be- 
witching Neck, and tempting, riſing, n Breaſt. 

Cour. Ah hh h 

Beau. Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a 
Waſte- 

Cour. Hold: Go no lower, if thou lov'ſt me. 

Beau. But by your leave, Friend, I hope to go ſome- 
ching lower, if ſhe loves me. 

Cour, But art thou certain, Beaugard, ſhe is all this 
thou haſt told me ? ſo fair, fo tempting, ſo lovely, o 
bewitching ? 

Beau. No; for you muſt know, I never ſaw her Face 
in my Life: But I love my own Pleaſure ſo well, that 
I'll imagine all this, and ten times more, if it be poſſib. e. 

Cour, Where lives ſhe ? | 

-Beau. That I know not neither ; but my Orders are 
to meet her fairly and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at 
a certain civil Perſon's Shop, in the upper Walk at the 
New Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very good- 
natur'd, and let me know more of her Mind. 

Gar: Fil cen go home, like a miſerable Blockhead 
as I am, to my Lodging, and ſleep. 

Beau. No, Ned: Thou knoweſt my good Chances 
have always been lucky to thee : Who can tell but this 
| Lady errant, that has ſeized upon my Perſon, may have 

a ſtraggling Companion, or ſo, not unworthy my Friend? 

Cour. Is impoſſible. 

Beau. Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in 
this Buſineſs, tho' I never ſaw her Face, or know who 
ſhe is; yet thus far I am ſatisfied, ſhe is a Woman very 
witty, very well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation, with 


: generous Diſpoſition, and, what is better than all, if 
Y | x 
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I am not extremely miſinformed, of noble Quality, and 
damnably Rich: Such a one cannot want good, pretty, 


Little under-ſinners, Ned, that a Man may fool away an 


Hour or two withal very comfortably. 
Cour. Why then I'll be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, 
and come not near my Memory; Impotence attend the 
very thoughts of thee. At Seven, you lay. this Even- 
ing ? 
Beau. P reciſely. 


Cour, And ſhall I go along with thee, 6. a ſmall | 


Venture in this Love-Voy age ? 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Cour. But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the e 
Time, till the happy Minute ſmile upon us? 

Beau. With Love's beit Friend, and our own honeſt 
old Acquaintance, edifying Champaign, Ned; and for 
good Company, tho! it be a Rarity, Pll carry thee to dine 
with the beſt I can meet with, where we'll warm our 
Blood and Thoughts with generous Glaſſes, and free 
hearted Converſe, till we forget the World, and think of 
nothing but immortal Beauties, and eternal Loving. 

Cour. Then here I ſtrike the League with thee : 

And now 

Methinks we're both upon the Wing together, 

Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure : 
Where Men were never yet enflay'd by Wiving, 

But all their Cares are handſomly contriving | ö 
]'unprove the noble Arts of perfect Living, [ Exe. 
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SCENE L 


Enter Courtine and Beaugard. 


COURTINE. 


RO. UT: was that thy Father? 

I Beau, Yes, that civil, ſober, old Gent'e- 
man, Corrtine, is my Father: And, to tell 
thee the Truth, as wicked and as poor as 
ever his Son was. I ſent him a Cordial of a 
. Guineas this Morning, which he will be ſure to 
loſe all before to-morrow Morning, and not have a Shilling 
to help himſelf. 

Cour. Methoughts, as I look d into the Room, he rat- 
tled the Box with a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a 
dozen Rappers very youthfully. 

Beau. Prithee no more on't, tis an irreverent Theme, 
and next to Atheiſm ; I hate making merry ans the 
Frailties ef my Father. 

Cour. But then as to the Lady, Beaugard. | 

Bean. Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's te 

Shop we meet at: the Miſtreſs of it, Courtine, is a hearty 
Well-wiſher to the Mathematicks ; and her Influence, I 
hope, may have no ill Effect o'er my Adventure. | 

Cour: Methinks this Place looks as it were made for 
Loving ; 5 the Lights on each hand of the Walk look 
ſtately; and then the ruſling of Silk Petticoats, the Din 
and the Chatter of the pretty little party- colour d Par- 
rots, that hop and flutter from one ſide to th other, puts. 


eyery Senſe upon its proper office, and ſets the Wheels of 
Nature finely moving. 


B 2 6 | | Bea 


0 
1 

al 

oh 
g 

E 

ix 
1 


28 The ATHEIST: Or, 


Bean. I wou'd the Lady of my Motion would make 
haſte, and be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move 


Jo faſt elle, that the Weight will be down before ſhe. 


comes. 

Wom. Gloves or Ribbons, Sir: Very good Gloves or 
Ribbons, Choice of fine Eſſences. pn Beaugard, 
ſhall I fell you nothing to-day ? 

Beau. Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſb, I am come to lay out 
a Heart at your Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant- 
Adventurer don't fail to meet me here. 

Mom. What, ſhe that ſpoil'd your Devotion Sunday 
—A 3 

Beau. Doſt thou know her, my little Furnih 7 | 

Nom. There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that 
has done me the Honour to let me Jos her at my poor 
Shop ſometimes. 


; E nter Porcia mask'd, * ftands behind Beau Bend. 


| Bea. And is. the very lovely ? 
Nom. What think you, Sir? 
Beau. Faith, charitably enough. 
Mom. I'll ſwear ſhe is oblig'd to you. 


Beau. And I would very fain be oblig'd to dert too, if 
*twere poſſible. Will ſhe be here to-night? 


Por. Yes, marry will ſhe, Captain. 
Beau. Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon ? 


What, attack a Man of War of my Burden i in the Stern, 


Pirate? 


Por. Lord, how like a Soldier you are plead "© WY 
_ preſs yourſelf now | I warrant you, to carry on the Me- 


taphor, you have forty more merry things to ſay to me 
upon this Occaſion; as, plying your Chace guns, laying 
yourſelf athwart my Halſer, boarding me upon the Fore- 
caſtle, clapping all under Hatches, carrying 4. the 

5 | Sever, uf Prins 
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Prize to the next Port of Security, and there rammaging 
and rifling her. Alas, poor Captain! | 

Cour. Poor, Madam! He has two thouſand a Year, and 
nothing but an old Father to provide for. 

Por. Sir, is this fice, ſober, brown-bearded Gentle- 
man to be your Steward, he underſtands your Affairs ſa 
well already? 

Beau. The Truth on't is, Madam, he does wait for an 
Office under 'me, and may in time, if he behave himſelf 
handſomly, come to Preferment. 

Cour. This. I have got by my Beard already. If ſhe 
ſhould but know me now. IAlde. 

Beau. Well, Madam, are your Commands ready? May 
I know the Task I am to undertake, before I lay claim 
to the Happineſs of ſeeing that handſome, homely, fair, 
back, young, ancient, tempting, or frightful Face which 
you conceal ſo maliciouſly ? For hang me, as I have de- 
ſerved long ago, if I know what to make of this extraor- 
dinary Proceeding of yours. 

Por. In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of mine, 
be it what it will, if you behave yourſelf as you ſhould 
do, ſhall never put you out of Countenance, 

Beau. In troth, and that's ſaid kindly, 

Por. For I am young, Captain. 

Beau. 1 am glad on't with all my Heart. 

Por. And if the World ſpeaks Truth, not very ugly: 

Beau. So much the better ſtill. 

Por, Next, I'm no Hypocrite. 


Beau, Ha 
Por. But love my Fans, and wil hold my Lis 
berty, 


Beau. Noble. 

Por, I am rich too. 

Beau. Better and better; 

Por. But what's worſt of all — 


Beau. Out wich't. 


8 Por. 
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Por. I doubt I am fillily in Love. 
E > Cour. With whom, dear Miracle? 

Por. Not with a marry'd Man, ſweet Monſieur Cour- 
tine. 

Cour. Confound her, but ſhe knows me [Afade.] Why 
good Madam —— 


Beau. Nay, Friend, no e ; keep your Articles, 
and keep your Diſtance. 


dear Wife, the Lady Tyrant of your inchanted Caſtle in 
the Country, to run a wandring after new Adventures 

here ? Oh, all the Windmills about London beware | 

Cour. Ay, and Watermills too, Madam —— In the 
Devil's Name, what will become of me [ 4fde. 

Por. For the Qui xot of the Country is abroad; Mur- 
der by his Side, Enterpriſes in his Head, and ander 1 in 
his Face. 

Cour. O Lord 

Beau. Do you know this Friend of mine then, 1 ? 

Por. I have heard of ſuch a Hero, that was very fa- 
mous about two Years ſince for ſelling himſelf to a 
Plantation in the Country, for five thouſand Pounds. Was 
not that the Price, Sir ? 

Cour. Your Ladyſhip 1 is pleas'd to be very free, Ma- 
dam; that's all. | 

Por. So were you, at that time, Sir, or you had ne'er 


ſurely. Bleſs us ! Had you but look'd about you a litt'e, 
what a Market might have been made of that tall, . 
per, promiſing Perſon of yours ! that — 
Cour. Hell confound thee heartily, heartily. 

Por. That Face, which now, o'er grown with rueful 
Beard, looks as you had ſtole it from the Retinue of a 
Ru/jian Embaſſy ! Fogh ! I fancy all Fellows that are 
marr/ d ſmell of Train- oil and Garlick. 


Beau, 


Por. Have you then made your Eſcape, Sir, from your | 


parted with your dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable 'Terms 
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Beau. And yet twenty to one, that is a ſtinking Condi- 
tion you'll have a Deſign to ſeduce ſome "NOV doating 


' Monſter or another into, one Day. 


Por. Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there. 

Beau. How that dear Proteſtation has charm'd me! 

\Cour. O'my Conſcience I myſelf could be half re- 
conciled to her again tao. 

Por. In ſhort, to give you one infallible Argument, 
that I never will marry, I have been marry'd already, 
that is, fold : For being the Daughter of a very rich Mer- 


chant, who dying, left me the only Heireſs of an im- 


menſe Fortune; it was my ill Luck to fall into the Hands 


of Guardians, that, to ſpeak properly, were Raſcals ; 
for in a ſhort time they conſpired amongſt themſelves, 


and for baſe Bribes, betray'd, fold, . and marry'd me to 


a — Husband ; that's all. 


Beau. In troth, and that's enough of Conſcience : But 
where is this Husband ? 


Por. Heaven be thanked, dead and bury 'd, Captain. 
Beau. Amen with all my Heart. 


Cour. A Widow, by my Manhood a downright ba 
dy Widow. 


Por. What would your Cream · pot in the Country 


give for that Title, think you? 

Cour. Not more than I would, that thy Husband 
were alive to revenge my Quarrel on thee. 

Beau. And what's to be done, thou dear One ? 

Por. Look upon me as a Lady in Diftreſs, Captain; 


and by the Honour of a Soldier confider on ſome * 
for my Deliverance. 


Beau. From what ? Where is the Danger? 
Por. Every Way it threatens me : For into the very 


Hands my ill Fortune threw. me before, has it betrayed 
me again, Friend, 5 
Beau. Hah ! | 
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Por. The Principal is an Uncle; old, "_ tyran- 
nical, and covetous. 

Beau. Hell confound him for it. 

Por. My Fortune lying moſt in his Hands, diced 
me upon my Widowheod to give up myſelf again there 
too, where he has ſecured and confined me with more 
Tyranny than if I had been a Prisner for Murder; guards 
me Day and Night with illlook'd Rogues, that wear 
long, broad, terrible Swords, and ſtand Centinel up and 
down the Houſe with Muſquetoons and Blunderbuſſes. 

Cour. So, here's like to be ſome if going 
forward; thats one Comfort. 

Por. Murder and Marriage are the two dreadful things 
I ſeem to be threaten d with: Now gueſs what Pity it is 
that ever either of thoſe Miſchiefs ſhould fall upon me. 

Beau. By the gallant Spirit that's in thee, I'll fairly 
be gibbeted firſt. 


Par. No need of that, Captain, neither: For to ſhew. 


you I deſerve your Protection, I have had the Courage 


to break Gaol, run away, and make my Eſcape hither, 


purely to keep my Word with you. Deal like a Man 
of Honour by me ; and when the Storm that will fol- 
105 is blown a little over, here's a white Hand upon 

t, TIl not be ungrateful. 

8 And in token 1 believe thee, Pl kifs it moſt 
religiouſly. 

Cour. Why the Devil did I marry ? Madam, oneWord 
with you: Have you never a married Lady of your Ac- 
quaintance, that's as good-naturd as you, and would 
fain be a Widow as you are, too ? 

Por. Why do you aſk, Sir? 


Cour. Becauſe I would cut her Husband's Throat, and 


make her one for my own proper Uſe. 
Por. Ii ask your own Lady, Sir, that Queſtion, next 


time I ſee her, if you — 
Ceur. 


next 


Caur. 


* 
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Cu. Why, doſt thou know her, then? 

Por. Ves. 

aur Then I may chance ſhortly to have a fine time 
on't: I have made a pretty Evening Work of this, Heav' ns 
be praiſed. 


E ater two Men diſguis'd. 


1 Man. Run away, lewdly ? — Damnation 1 
2 Man. Look ! 


1 Man. By H —— n it muſt be ſhe. 
2 Man. The Men are well arm'd. 


1 Man. No matter; we muſt carry her, or all's loft 


elſe. 
2 Man. IO! not ſhrink 00 you. 


1 Man. That's well faid. — Sir, if you pleaſe, a 
Word with you. TIN 

Beau. With me, Sir? 

1 Man. Yes. 


Beau. Courtine, be civil a Ble 


1 Man. Sir, it is my Misfortune to be concerned ſor 
the Honour of a Lady that has not been altogether ſo care 


ful of it herſelf as ſhe ought to have been. 

Beau. I am ſorry for't, Sir. 

1- Man. You being a Gentleman, whoſe Character I 
have had an advantageous Account of, I would make 
it my Petition to you, if ſhe be of your Acquaintance, 
not to engage yourtelf in any thing that my = me 
occaſion to be your Enemy. | 

Beau. Sir, I ſhould be highly glad of any . 
Man's Friendſhip, and ſhould be troubled if I appear 


concern d in ang thing that may hazard the Loſs of. 


yours. 
1 Man. That Lady you tal Kd wichabs — 
Beau. My Miſtreſs, Sir. 
1 Man. Mittreſs !: 
"oh B; 
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| Beau. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir: I love her, doat on her, am 
damnably in Love with her : ſhe is under my Protec- 
tion too, and whenever there's Occaſion, as far as this ſin- 
E Body of mine will bear me out in it, ll defend 
er. 

1 Man. Do you know her ? 

Beau. Not ſo well as I would do, Sir. 

1 Man. What's her Name? 

Beau. A Secret. 

1 Man. She muſt along with me, Sir. 

Beau. No, that muſt not be, Sir. 

2 Man. This Lady, Sir 
Cour. You lye, Sir =—— Hah ! — Beaugard ! 
[Draw and fight. Porcia runs away ſqueaking. Cour- 

tine diſarms his Adverſary, and comes up to Beaugard. 

Beau. Stand faſt, Ned. 

Cour. Hold thy dead- doing Hand 
Thou Son of Slaughter. 

I Man. Sir, there may come a Time 

Beau. When you'll learn Manners. 

1 Man. And teach em you too. 
Cour. We are well known. 

1 Man. And ſhall not be forgotten. 
Come, Friend. [Exeunt two Men. 

Beau. Confound 'em ! This muſt be a Brother, a 
Kinſman, or a Rival, he ply'd ſo warmly. 

Cour. Tis a hard Caſe, that a Man cannot hold civil 
Correſpondence with a good-natur'd Female, but pre- 
ſently ſome hot-headed Fellow of the Family, or other, 
runs horn-mad with Jealouſy, and fancies his Blood 
{marts as often as the Woman's itches. 

Beau. This heroick Perſon's Siſter, Kinſwoman, his 

Miſtreſs, or whate'er ſhe be, is like to get mach Repu- 

tation by his hectoring and quarrelling for her; and 

he as much Honour by being beat for her, 
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1 Cour. Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers fight for the | 
5 * utation ef a back ſliding Wife or Siſter, it is a very | 
. pretty Undertaking, doubtleſs. As for Example ; I am 1 
d a Cuckold now. 2 
Beau. All in good time, Ned ; do not be too take... =_ 
Cour. And being much troubled in Spirit, meeting _ 
with the Spark that has done me the Honour, with a. 14 E 
great deal of Reſpect I make my Addreſs — as thus—- = 
Moſt Noble Sir, you have done me the Favour to lie with: "i 
amy Wife. 
Beau. Very well. 
Cour. All I beg of you is, that you would do your beſt 
Endeavour to run me through the Guts to-morrow Morning, 
I and it will be the greateſt Satisfaction in the World. 
d. Beau. Which the good-natur'd Whore-maſter does very 
decently: ſo down falls the Cuckold at Barn-Elms, and. my 
riſes again next Day at Ho/bourn in a Ballad.. But all 5 4 
this while what is become of the Widow, Ned? 1 
Cour. Faith ſhe has een done very wiſely, I think 5: 2M 
as ſoon as ſhe had ſet. us together by the Ears, ſhe _— 
very fairly ran for't: _ 
Beau. A very noble Account of our firſt Evening's = 
Enterprize! But Pox on't, take Courage; and ſince we et 
en, have loſt this Quarry, let us e'en_ beat about a little, *”Y 
a and fee what other Game we can meet with. 0 
vil Enter Lucrece nab. aa; 
re- Lac. Sir, Sir! Captain | x 
cr, Cour. With you again, Beaugard. Agare 1 
0d v4 Beau. With me, my Miſtreſs? | 1 7 
—_ Luc. Yes,. with you, my Maſter. =_ 
his 9 Cour. I wonder when o' the Devil's Name, it will! Ws 
Pu” WR come to my turn. Alde. +8 
ind 3 Luc. Being a particular Friend of yours, Captain, I 7 
3 am come to tell you, the World begins to talk very 08 
|= f{eandalouſly of you, Captain, 8 
—ò i | CG Beau. 1 A 
#4 A 
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Beau. Look thee, Sweet-heart, the World's an Aſs 
and common Fame a common Strumpet : So long as fuck 
pretty good-natur'd Creatures, as thou ſeemeſt to be, 
think but well of me, let the World be hang'd, as it Was 
once drown'd, if it will. 


Luc. I muſt let you know too, Captain, that your 
Love Intrigues are not ſo cloſely manag'd, but that they 


will ſhortly grow the Subject of all the Satyr and Con- 


tempt in Town : Your holding Converſation with a drag- 

'gle-taild Maſk in the Church Cloyſters on Sunday; 
Vour meeting with the very Scandal here again this E. 
vening; ſuffering yourſelf to be impoſed upon, and jilted 


by ber; and at laſt, running the hazard of a damnable 


beating by a couple of plauſible He&ors, that made you 
believe your Miſtreſs had Honour enough to be con- 
cerned for. 


Beau. Really, my little Wolf in Sheep's Fleece, this 


ſounds like very good Doctrine; but what Uſe mut I 


make of it, Child ? 
Luc. Methinks, Captain, that ſhould: not be ſo hard 


to find out; my ſetting upon you in a Maſk myſelf, 


and railing at the laſt Woman that did ſo before me, 
might eaſily inform you, I have a certain * of 
trying who's Heart's hardeſt, yours or mine. | 

Cour. Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhould not enter 
the Liſts upon unequal Terms, with that black Armour 
upon your Face, that makes you look as dreadfully as 
the Black Night in a Romance. | 

Lac. Good Captain, what's that fober Gentleman's 
Name? For certainly I have ſeen him before now. 

Beau. His Name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Cour- 


tine; a very honeſt Fellow, good natur'd, and wicked 


enough for thy purpoſe of all Conſcience. 


Luc. Courtine ? Bleſs us lor ever ! What, the Man 
that's mary id ? 


Cour, 
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Cour. The Man that's marry'd ? yes, the Man that's 
marry'd. Sdeath, though I be weary on't, I am not 
aſham'd of my Condition, Why the Devil didft thou 


tell her my Name? I ſhall never thrive with any Wo- 
man that knows me. The Man that's marry'd ! Zounds, 


I am as ſcandalous as the Man that's to be hang'd. 


Luc. But you'll never be thought ſo handſome. To 
make few Words with you, Sir, I am one that mean you 


fairer Play than ſuch an inconſtant, fickle, falſe-hearted 


Wanderer as you deſerves. 
Beau. Then why doſt thou conceal thyſelf ? Thoſe 
whoſe Deſigns are fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their 


Faces : Therefore give me leave. to tell thee, Lady, if 
thou think'ſt to make uſe of me only to create ſome Jea- 
louſy in another Woman, I am no Infirament to be that 
way managed; no, I am conſlant, I — but if thou lov'ſt 
me = . ä 1 

Luc. Have you any more Doubts that trouble you? 

Beau. None, by this ſweet Body of thine. 

Luc. Know then, Sir, it has been my Misfortune to 


watch you, haunt you, and dog you theſe ſix Months: 


eing, to my eternal Torment, jealous of that ravenous 
Kite your Widow, your Widow, Captain: Nay, ſince 
1 have confeſt my Weakneſs, know from this Hour I'll de- 


feat all her Ambuſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to enſnare 


your Heart, till J obtain the Victory of it myſelf, much 
more my Due, in that Pm not beneath her in Beauty, 
Birth, or Fortune, or indeed in any thing but her Years, 
Captain; therefore if you have that Merit the World re- 


Ports of you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent Advice; 


and fo farewell, till you hear from me further. LExit. 
Beau. Now may I do by my Miſtreſſes, as the Boys do 
by their Farthings, huſtle them in a Hat together, and 
g0 to Heads or Tails for em —— Hah ! Let me never {ee 
Day again, if yonder be not coming towasds us the very 
Raſcal I told thee of this Morning, our- faux Atheiſt: 
1 C now 
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now will I ſhew thee as notable a Spirit as ever paſt upon 
the ignorant World for a fine Perſon, a Philoſopher, 


Z nter e e 


What, Daredevi/ ] a good Evening to thee : Why, where 
haſt thou been, old Blaſphemy, theſe forty Hours? I 
*ſhall never be converted from Chriſtianity, if thou doſt 
not mind thy Bus'neſs better. 

Dared. Been, quoth-a! I have been where I have half 
loſt my honeſt Senſes, Man : Would any Body that knows 


me believe it? Let me be bury'd alive, if the Rogues of 
the Pariſh I live in have not, indifted me for a Papiſt. 

Beau. The Devil ! a Papiſt ? 

Dared. Pox on em, a Papiſt ! when the impudent 
Villains know, as well as I do, that J have no Religion 
at all. 

Cour. No Religion, Sir? Are you of no Religion ? 

Dared. Is he an honeſt Fellow, Beargard! 

Beau. Oh, a very heneſt Fellow ; thou mayſt truſt 

_ him with thy Damnation, I'll warrant thee : Anſwer 
him, anſwer him. 

Dared. I never goto Church, _. 

Cour. But what Religion are you of ? 

Dare. Of the Religion of the Inner Temple, the bo 
mon-Law Religion ; I believe in the Law, truſt in the 
Law, enjoy what I have by the Law: For if ſuch a reli- 
gious Gentleman, as you are, get fifty pounds in my debt, 


I may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes; but t 
the Law muſt make you pay me at laſt, 

Cour. Tis certainly the fear of Hell, and hopes of 
Happineſs, that makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and 
Union one towards another. f 


Dared. Fear of Hell ! Hark thee, Beaugard; this Com- 
panion of thine, as I apprehend, is but a ſort of a ſhal- 
low Monſter, © Fear of Hell! . Sir, tis fear of Hang- 


ing. 


er 
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Who would not ſteal, or do Murder every time 
his Fingers itch at it, were it not for fear of the Gal- 
lows? Do not you, with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt 
as often as you ſpeak ? break and prophane the Sabbath ? 
lie with your Neighbours Wives? and covet their 
Eſtates, if they be better than your own? Yet thoſe 
things are forbid by Religion, as well as ſtealing and 
cutting of Throats are. N o, had every Commandment 
but a Gibbet belonging to it, I ſhould not have four 
King's Evidences to day ſwear impudently I was a Pa- 


piſt, when I was never at Maſs yet ſince I was born, 


nor indeed at any other Worſhip theſe twenty Vears. 

Cour. Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you 
are really of no Religion? | 

Dared. May be I am, Sir: may be I am not, Sir: 
When you come to know me better, twenty to one but 
you'll be better ſatisfied. 

Cour. Does your Honour think there may hos a : Devil? 

Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. 

Cour. Have you a mind to ſee him ? | 

Dared. I'd go fifty Miles barefoot, to ſee but a F tend 
that belonged to his Family. 

Beau.. 'That's a damn'd Lie, to my e For 
I faw the Rogue ſo ſcar d, that his Hair ſtood upright, 
but at the ſight of a poor black Water Spaniel, that 
met him in the dark once. 

Cour. What think you of Conſcience? 

Dared. I do not think of it at all, Sir; it never trou- 
bles me. 

Cour, Did you do a Murder ? 

Dared. J won't tell you. 

Cour. Thou art the honefter Fellow for it; I love a 


friendly Rogue, that can keep ſuch a Secret, at my Heart. 


Dared. Do you? 
Cour. Ay. 


Beau. 


Beau. So, that's well faid ; now we'll to work with 


him preſently. Doſt thou hear, Daredevil? this honeſt 
Friend of mine' is ſomething troubled in Spirit, and wants 
a little of thy ghoſtly Advice in a Point of Difficulty, 
Dared. Well, and what is't? I mall be civil, and do 
him all the good I can. | 
Beau. In few words, he's marry'd, plagu'd, troubled, 


and Hag-ridden by the eternally-tormenting Witchcraft 


of a vexatious, jealous Familiar, calbd a Wife. 

Dared, A Wife! that ever any Fellow that has but two 
grains of Brains in his Skull, ſhould give himſelf the 
trouble to complain of a Wife, ſo long as there 1 is Arſe- 
nick in the World! 

Beaa. Nay, it is a meer hams; an ſcandalous ſhame, 
when it is o Uheap too. | 
Cour. Would you have me Poiſon her?” 

Dared. Poiſon her! ay, what would you do with her 
elſe, if you are weary of her? | 


Cour. But if I ſhou'd be call'd to a terrible Account 


for ſuch a Thing hereafter — 

Dared. Hereafter !—'Croſs my Hand with a-Piece of 

Silver that is to ſay, 

Tree - pence, my Deareſt 
Cour. Well, and what then: 


Dared. Why, for that inconſiderable Goin: Pit be Se. 


Curity for thee, and bear thee harmleſs tor hereafter ; 
that's all. | 

Beau. Faith, and cheap enough of all „ 

Cour. This is the honeſteſt r I ever met 
withal, Beauzard. 

Beau. Oh, a very Wks * F Alon very N 

Cour. Prithee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, 
fince we have ſo happily met. this Evening, let us grow 
more intimate, and eat and drink together., 

Dared. Faith and troth with all my 3 Pox on 
me, Boy * I love Drinking mightily; and, to tell 
the 


give me Three Pence | 


ins 


it 


of 


et 


le, 
JW 


on 
ell 
the 
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the truth on t, I am never fo well Gre in my out-of- 


the- way Principles, as when I am drunk, very Drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a great Quieter of the Mind, a great 
Soether of the Spirit. 

Beau. And ſhall we be very free, my little Atheiſtical 
disbelieving Dog ? wilt thou open thy Heart, and ſpealæ 


| | very frankly of Matters that ſhall be nameleſs? 


Dared. Much may be done: I ſeldom hide my Ta- 
lent, I am no Niggard of my Parts that way. 

Beau. To tell thee a Secret then, Daredevil, we two 
are this Night, for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to re 
a Treat to the People of the Duke's Theatre, after the 
Flay's done, upon their Stage; we are to have the Mu- 


fick too; and the Ladies, tis hoped, will not deny us 


the Favour of their fair Company. Now, my dear Ini- 
quity, ſhall we not, thinkeſt thou, if we give our Minds 
to it, paſs an Evening pleaſantly enough ? 

Dared. Rot me, with all my Heart: I love the Project 
of Treating upon the Stage extreamly too. But will 


there, will there be none of the Poets there? ſome of 


the Poets are pretty Fellows, very pretty F ellows; they 
are moſt of em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now 


and then ſtand up for the Truth manfully. 


Beau. Much may happen : But in the next place, af er 
Supper we have reſolved to ſlorm a certain enchanted Ca- 
ſte, where I apprehend a fair Lady, newly enter'd into 
League with an honeſt Friend of thine, called myſelf, 
is kept a Pris'ner, by an old, il!-natur'd, ſnarling Dog 
in a Manger, her Guardian. Thou wilt make one at 
it, wilt thou not, my little Daredevil ? 

Dared. Dam'me, we'll burn the Houſe. 


Cour. Damme, Sir! Do you know what you fay ? 
You believe no ſuch thing. 


Dared. Words of eourſe, Child, meer Words of courſe: 


We uſe an hundred of em in Converſation, which are 


indeed but in the nature of expletives, and ſignify no- 
thing: 
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thing: as, Dam me, Sir; Rot me Sir; Confound me, Sir; 
Which purport no more than So, Sir; 4nd, Sir; or Ther, 
Fir, at the worſt: For my part, I always ſpeak what I 
think ; no Man can help thinking what he does think : 
80 if I ſpeak not well, the Fault's not mine. 

Beau. Diſtinguiſhed like a learned School-Divine. 
Cour. When meet we at the Play-Houſe then? 
| Dared. Before the Clock firike Nine. 

Beau. Where we'll have Muſick, Women, Mirth. 
Dared. And very much good Wane. [ Exeunt. 


m SCENE I. 


b Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Daredevil. 


| BEAUGAR D. 
> S not this living now? who that knew the 


: meant him firſt ; 
1 each Minute by all his Appetites. 
Which he indulges like a bounteous Maſter, 
That's ſtill ſupply'd with various full Enjoy ments; 
And no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter. 
Dared. Very well this; this is all but very well. 
Cour. Nay, not one Rub, to interrupt the Courſe 
Of a long rolling, gay, and wanton Life. 
Methinks the Image of it is like a Lawn 
In a rich flow'ry Vale, its Meaſure long, | 
Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the End 5 . 
15 | A ſhady 


Sweets of Liberty, the uncontroul'd Delights 
72 | q the Freeman taſtes of, Lord of his own Hours, 
7 6 712955 S King of his own Pleaſures, juſt as Nature 


 W 


young Spark, and muſt ſtand upon my Credit F riend: 
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A ſhady peaceful Glade, where, when the pleaſant Race 


is over, 
We glide away, and are at reſt for ever. | 

Beau. Who that knew this, would let himſelf be a 

Slave 

To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's debauch'd in? 
Who'd interrupt his needful Hours of Reſt, to riſe and 
yawn upon a Shop in Cornhill? Or what's as bad, make 
a ſneaking Figure in a great Man's Chamber, at his ri- 
fing in a Morning? Who would play the Rogue, Cheat, 
Lie, Flatter, Bribe or Pimp, to raiſe an Eſtate for a 
Blockhead of his own begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall 
waſte it as ſcandalouſly as his Father got it? Or who, 
Courtine, would marry to beget ſuch a Blockhead ? 

Cour. No Body but ſuch a Blockhead as myielf, Beau- 
gard, that's certain ; but I will, if poſſible, attone for that 
Sin of mine in the future Courie of my Life, and grow 
as zealous a Libertine as thou wouldſt wiſh thy Friend 
to be. 

Dared. Theſe are Rogues that pretend to * of a Re- 
ligion now ! Well, all that I fay is, Honeſt Atheiſm for 
my Money. 

Beau. No, grant me hls I Beg the 71 Being I am 
at preſent poſſeſt of; a kind, fair She, to cool my 
Bloed, and pamper my Imagination withal; an honeſt 
Friend or two, like thee, Courtine, that I dare truſt my 
Thoughts to; generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and 
no Diſhonour; and when I ask more of Fortune, let 
her &en make a Beggar of me: What ſayſt thou to this, 
Daredevil ? Is not this coming as near thy Doctrine as 
a young Sinner can conveniently? 

Dared. Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, char $ 
my Comfort. 
Cour. But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 

Beau. O, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation! I am a 


The 
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The Rogues that cheat all the Week, and go to Church 1 7F 


in clean Bands o Sundays, will advance no neceſſary D 
Sums upon my. Revenues elſe, when there may be Occa. com: 
Hon : Beſides, T have a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, C. 
ſerious old Gentleman, cali'd a Father. " I your 
Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, F. 
and is as full of Religion as his worſhipful Son here. hone 
Beau. Ha! „ 15 
e | oi . Fam 

Enter Father. LT. ad 

Pra; 

Fasz. Very well, very noble, truly, Son! This is the Con 
Care you are pleaſed to take of my. Family ! Sit up all [MW 7. 


Night, Drink, Whore, ſpend your Eſtate and give your i very 
Soul to the Devil, a very fine — Hickup + This Agua- Wh my 


mirabilis and the old Hock does n not agree with my Sto- Wl Sir, 
mach. ty C 

Beau. Daredevil, ſtick to me now, and help me out 2 
at a dead Lift, or I am loft for ever. Sir, I hope my for h 
being here, has not done you, nor any F riend of yours F. 
an Injury. B 

Fath. Injury! No, Sir; 'tis no Injury for you to take 1 


your Swill in Plenty and Voluptuouſneſs Hickup — been 


while your poor Father, Sirrah, muſt be contented to as b 
drink paltry Sack, with dry-bon'd, eld, batter d Rogues, Wl you 
and be thankful, You muſt have your fine jolly young D 
Fellows, and bonny buxom brawny-bum'd Whores, you F 
Dog, to revel with and be hang'd to you, muſt you? had 
Sirrah, you Rogue, I ha' loſt all my Money. Caſt 


Beau. I am ſorry for it, Sir. 


Fath. Sorry for it, Sir. Hickup —— Ts that all? D 
Dared. If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a ſwing- F 
ing Doe of Opium, and ſleep upon't; tis the beſt thing be t 
in the World for old Gentlemen that have no Money. for 
Or wilt thou be good Company ? wilt thou fit down and me! 


crack a Bottle, old Boy ;- Hah? 
Fatb. 


— 
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_ Fath. Heh! crack a Bottle? 
Dared. Ay, crack a Bottle: What ſfay'ſt thou to cha 


comfortable Propoſition ? 


Cour. Come, Sir, here's your good Health, and to 


your better Fortune. 
Farb. A very honeſt Fellow, Fact ; theſe are very 


honeſt Fellows; what is your Name, Friend? 
Dared. My Name is Daredewil, Friend; of the antient 


Family of the Daredevils in the North, that have not 
bad a Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, 
Prayers publick or private, or Graces at Meals ſince the 
F Conqueſt. | 
Fath. Sir, I have heard much of your F amy! ; it is a 

very antient honourable Family; and I am glad to find 
my Son has made Choice of ſuch a noble Acquaintance — 
Sir, my Service to you=—— ] proteſt a Cup of very pret· 
ty Claret, very pretty Claret. 


Cour. And he has top'd it off as pretely, PI ſay that 
for him. 

Fath. Fact, I kifve loft all my Money, Fack. 

Beau. Have you been robb'd, Sir ? 

Fath. Robb'd, . Sir! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I hat not 


been robb'd, Sir, but I have been nick'd, Sir, and that's 
| as bad, Sir. You are a * Perſon, and I'll make 
vou my judge. 


Dared. Come along then. | 
Fath, The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four : 1 


| had juſt thirty Pound upon it, and my laſt Stake: The 
| Caſter threw, nothing came of it : I chang'd his Dice; 


| be threw again, to as little Purpoſe as before. 
Dared. Very ſtrange, truly. 
Fath.. I chang'd his Dice again, he threw again : 80 


be threw, and 1 chang'd ; and I chang'd, and he threw 
ſor at leaſt half an Hour ; till at laſt 


Do you mark 
me? the Dice powd'ring out of the Box. 


Dar ed. 
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Dared. That's plain. | 

Fatb. One of them trips againſt the Foot of a Candle. 
ſtick, ard up comes two Duces, two Duces, Sir, do 
you hear? and ſo I loſt my Money. No, Sir, I was not 
robb'd, Sir; but I loſt it upon two Duces ; and that 
was ſo hard Fortune, that I'll hold you, or any Man [| 
living, fifty Pound to ten, that he Joes not throw two 
Duces before Seven again. 4 

Dared. Two Duces afore Seven ! Two Duces are not ik 
to be thrown, Sir, not to be thrown. | 

Beau. I am glad to hear you are ſo rich, Sir, 

Fath. Rich, quoth a'! Pr'ythee be quiet, I am not 
worth a Shilling, Man. But, Sir, here you are Lordat 
large, enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, fit up all Night 
in the fulleſs of Iniquity, with worthy Eſquire Dare- 
devil of the North here, with a Pox to you; whilſt I muſt 
be kept without a Shilling in my Pocket — But, Sir, — 
Beau. Sir, I ſent you a hundred Pound yeſterday 
Morning. 

Farb. Well, Sirrah, and I have had ll Luck, and 
loſt it all: What then? 

Beau. Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall 1 make one Pro- 
poſition to you?); 

Fath. Heh! With all my Heart. Look you, Tach- 

Boy, I am not againſt thy taking thy moderate Diverſi- 
ons, ſo long as I ſee thou keepeſt good Company, neither. 
But—ſneak what ready Money thou baſt into my Hand, 

| and ſend me the reſt of rother hundred to my Lodging. MW 

'F Beau. Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two | 

—_ Duces are thrown before Seven, I muſt advance a hun- 

5 dred Pound to make the Devil's Bones rattle, Sir ? 

11 | Fath. Sirrah, you are a Rebel; and I could find in my 
| f | Heart to cut your Throat, Sir, you yy: a Father ? — 

= Dared. No, Sir. 
| F.ͤ.astb. No, Sir! 

B | 


Dared 
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Dared. No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before 
| Tcame to be at Vears of Diſcretion : I hate all Fathers, 


and always did, 
do * F#Fath. O Lord Hark you, what's that Fellow: s Pro- 
ot teſſion ? 


| Court. Oh, an Athieſt, Sir; he believes neither God 
= nor the Devil. 

= Fath. Sbud, I'll buſtle up to him. Are you an 
Atheiſt, Fellow ? hoh ? 

Dared. Ves, Sir, I am an Atheiſt, - 

Fath. And what think you will become of you when 
you die? hoh? | 

Dared. I ſhall be buried fix Foot under Ground, to 
prevent ſtinking, and there pow rotten. 

Fath. Oh Lord! 

Dared If chance to be hang'd. being a luſty having Fel-: 
low, the Corporation of Barber. Chirurgeons, may be may 
beg me for an Anatomy, to ſet me up in their Hall. I don't 
take much Care of myſelf while Iam living ; and when. 
Iam dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me, 

Fath. No more to be ſaid; my Son's in a very hopeful 
way to be damn'd, that's one Comfort, Impudent Rogue! 
| You keep Company with the Devil's Reſident ? You con- 

| verſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your F ather ; A 
ach · WM little dirty Money ? Fogh, Poltroon ! 


verſi- Beau. This is very hard, Sir ; but if ten Guineas will 
ither. WF do you any Service 
land, Fatb. Ten Guineas ? Let me 955 ten Guineas are a 


ging. Wh pretty little pidling Sum, that's the Truth on't: but what 
s 10 oh will it do, Jach-boy? Serve, may be, to play at Tick- 
hun- tack in an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or ſo 3 
but when will that recover my Hundred again? Ten 
Guineas! Pox o'thy Ten Guineas.— Well, let me ſee 
the Ten Guineas though, -— let me ſee them a little 
Fach. bey, Facky, Jack, You ha' drunk damnable 
hard to- night, you 298725 you are a druken Dog, I be- 
lieve 


} artd, 
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lieve —— Han't you had a Whore too, Facky ? =o 
e e e——— You'll get the Pox, Sirtah, and then —— But 
if thou do'ſt, I know a very able Fellow, an old Ac- 
quaintance of mine Ten Guineas, Facky!. 

Beau. There they are, Sir ; and long may they laſt you. 

'Fath. Make em Twenty, Facky Rogue; — you plump 
Cheek d, merry Ey'd Rogue, make em Twenty — make 
em fifteen then. Fach- boy, Facky, Facky. Do faith. 

Beau. Upon my Duty, you have ſtrip'd me, Sir. 

Fath. Then you hear, Friend, you Atheiſt, that are 
ſo free of your Soul, let us ſee if you dare venture a 
little of your Money now. Come [ Draws out a Box and 
Dice] Seven's the Main: I'll hold you ten Pounds to 
two, two Duces does not come before Seven. 

Beau. At him, Daredevil; Beggar him once more, 
and we ſhall be rid of him. 
Duared. Done, Sir, done; down with your I 

 Fath. Here, you blaſphemous Dog, — Doſt thou 
leve Hazard! 

Dared. Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 

Fath. I lovethee the better fort t: Come along —Seven 


Dared. Right. 
. Fath. Seven. OR two Duces. 


Dared. Two Duces ! —— You ha' loſt, Sir. 

Fatb. Dam' me Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money ? 
Dared. Dam'me Sir, tis my Money; I won it fairly. 
Beau. Now, Courtine, now... 

Cour. Now look to't, Atheift ! 

Fatb. Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat, 
I ſweep the yellow Scoundrels, and draw my Sword 1n 
witneſs they're my own. 

Dared. Nay, then 1˙llö— 

Cour. Hold, Sirs; no drawing Swords, no quarrelling, 

Dared. I am glad on'c, with all my Heart; for 
though I am not much afraid of the Devil, I hate a 
drawn Sword mortally. | | | [ Afave. 

e 3 Beau, 
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Beau. Good Sir — YI 4. . 
Fath. Stand off — Dogs, Atheiſts, win my Money 
Raſcal Good morrow. | | 

Beau. Till next time two Duces come before Seven; 
and then I am ſure to ſee or hear from you again infallibly, 

Cour. How doſt thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, 
extravagant old Father of thine, Beaugard ? 
Beau. I hope to find him run ſo far in Debt within 
this Fortnight, that, to avoid the Calamity, he fhall be 
forced to compound with me for his Freedom, and be 
contented with a comfortable Annuity in the Country: 
thats all my Hopes of him. 78 
Cour. Which he'll {ell in one Quarter of a Vear, and 
return to old London again, for t'other Game at Hazard. 
| Beau, No, like a wiſe Guardian, I'll take care of the 
| contrary, lay it too far out of his Reach, and tie it too faſt 
| for him. Why how now, Daredevil? What; in the 
Dumps ? *Tis an unruly old Gentleman; but yet he has 
| ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. SE 
| Dared. Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. 
Tis well he was your Father, Sir. 5 
Cour. Why? . | 
| Dazed. Had he been my own, by theſe Hilts I would 
have ſawed his old Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. 
| Rob of me of my Right! 3 
Cour, Does he love fighting ſo well then? I thought 
W moſt of your Atheiſts had not much car'd for that imper- 
tinent Exerciſe. . . 

„ Pared. Tis a little impertinent, that III grant you 
d in for honeſt Fellows to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one an 


other's Throats, to ſpoil good Company: But when my 
Honour's injur'd — 


wa Beau. Then, I know, thou art implacable. But for 
- a fooliſh trifling Sum of Money 


Dared. Traſh, Traſh, Dunghil, and Filthineſ:! 1 give 
it away to my Wenches and my Servants ; we part with 
It 


Money, deſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 


Intelligence this Night, by a certain Minister I keep for 
ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtrefled Widow is held 


For thee upon the Coaſt I am bound for, let us embark 


together, and good Luck attend us. 
has erack d my Credit fo, that no Body that knows my 


_ thrive where my Name's a Stranger. 


Widows, and Virgins have a Care of their Cargoes. 


a Friend than to leave thy Diſciple, when there is good 


Li” - 
e 
| 2 7 


zo _ The ATHEIST: Or, 
it to every Body, upon all Occafions. He that values 


Beau. A very noble Fragment of Philolophy ! But Cour- 
tine, the Morning is new riſen again, and I have recei d 


in Durance: If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes 


Cour. No, I have other Projects G foot. Marriage 


Condition cares to deal b me, Therefore I am re- 
folv'd to ſet out for new Diſcoveries, and try how I can 


Beau. What, this Morning Sir 
Cour. This very Morning, Fertified _ Bowrdeaux, ; 
as 1 am, will I iſſue forth; and let all ſtraggling Wives 7 jp 


Beau. Nobly reſolv'd, and good Fortune guide thee. Buf 
Thou, Daredevil, wilt not part with me: Thou art more 


ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward; may be we may 
do a Murder before we part; ſomething that is very 
wicked we'll not fail of. 

Dared. With all my Heart; let us fire a Houſe & 
two, poiſon a Conſtable and all his Watch, raviſh x 
.Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle. 

Beau. Shall we do all this ? 


Dared. Do it! I will do it. Da: 
Beau. Thou art the very Spirit of mand. Beg 
dear 1 
Enter Footman. 
Foetm. Sir, Captain Beaugard. | | 
Beau. With me Friend ? | E 


Fooin. Nr 
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Foot m. Sir, there's a mask'd Lady in a Chair, at the 
Corner of the Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 
Beau, Tell her I'm her Vaſſal, and will wait on her 
this Moment. Courtine, good morrow. 
Cour. Gone already? | 
© Beau. Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind my 
Calling, that's all. Allons, Daredevil. | 
Dared. Friend, farewel to thee ; if either of us are run 
through the Lungs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet 
again, let us hear from one another out of the lower 
World, how Matters go there, and what Entertainment 
they give us. „ | 
Cour. You ſhall find me a very civil Correſpondent, 


Sir. 
Dared. Farewel. 


J out into the middle of the Street, play at Blind- mans- 


I can. 


and Daredevil. 


7 Beau. HIS ſhould be the Place, and yet I ſee 
, no Chair, | 7 
Dared. Then let us fall to Miſchief, 


- 


| Beau. Pr'ythee a little Patience, tho it be a Virtue, 
dear Temptation. 1 | 


Enter another Footman. 


Footm, Sir, is your Name Captain Beaugard ? 
Beau. Yes, my dear Mercury, 1 am the happy Man, 


x» | Cour. The ſame good Wiſh to you, Sir. Now will 


Buff by myſelf, turn three times round, and catch who | 


3 Foatm 


<» 


| SCENE changes te the Street. Enter Beaugard 


— 
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Footm. Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 

Beau. Stay till I read it, Friend, 

 Footm.. Sir, it requires no Anſwer. - 

Beau. What Jilt's Trick now? $ir, =m— 0 
meet us with your Swords in your Hands this Morning be- 


hind the Corner Houſe of —By my Stars, a Challenge from 
the termagant Sparks that ſell upon us laſt Night! Why, 


what a deal of Love and Honour have I upon my Hands 

now ! D aredewil, thou canſt fight? 

Dared. Why, is there any Occaſion ? | 
Beau. Only a Challenge, Daredewil, that's all. See, 


there's a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach to't. 


Dared. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, HeQors ! Never mind 


dem; hang em, theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that want 


Dinners; let us break the next Windows, and never 
think oun't. 


Enter 1 * Ruffians. 


1 Ruf. Theſe are our Quarry 3 be five we ſeize em 
both, Is the Coach ready? 

2 Ruf. At the next Corner. 

1 Ruf. Fall on then. Sir, you are our Priſoner. 

Beau. Villains! Rogues! Thieves 1 Murder! Thieves 
Raſcals, you'll not murder me ? 

1 Ruf. Nay, Sir, no TOE, no ſtruggling, as you ten- 
der your Safety. 

Beau. Daredevil, Dog, rad, draw thy Sword and 
reſcue me, 

Dared. I am: terrify'd, amaz'd ; ſome Judgment for 
my Sins is fallen upon me; alas, I am in Bonds too 
Have mercy on my Soul, and don't flay me, Gentlemen. 


Beau. Damnation a | Raſcals! Villains! Ruf. 2 


fians! Murder! 
Dared. Oh Daredcvil, Daredevil, What will become 


of thee ! | { Exeunt. 
ES | Enter 


m. 
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Enter Theodore and Gratian. 


Weod. This Generoſity makes good thy CharaQer : 
Thou that art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend: 
How ſhall I deſerve this from thee ? 
_ Grat. I ſhould be unjuſt, both to myſelf, and the lids 
Memory of thy noble Brother, whoſe Friendſhip was 
ſo dear to me, ſhould my true Sword be idle in thy Cauſe. 
Beſides, the Love which I profeſs to Porcia, tells me a 
Rival muſt not tamely carry her. 
Thead. She is thy Right; 
My dying Brother, her ſoon-forgotten Huſband, 
But thy remember'd F riend, with his laft groom thus told 
me; 
have a Friend, Gratian, the Man my Heart 
Has cheriſh'd moſt ; we from our Youth were Rivals 
For my dear Porcia: Tell him, if I die, 
I left her to him, a#he deareſt Legacy 
I could bequeath, Bid him be tender of her, | 
For ſhe'll deſerve it from him — Would ſhe did. [ Ade. 
dae n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite ot her 
Scorn, to love her to Madneſs ; nor ſhall this Man of 
War, this French-bred Hero, win her with nothing but 
1 WE his Cap and Feather: I wonder he's not come yet. | 
| Theod. I have heard the Man is Gallant; but in 


ten- | honeſty, as thou art my Friend, I wiſh thou wouldit 
hear good Counte', 
and Grat. Thine muſt be Noble. 


Theod. I'd have thee think no more of this proud Wo- 


t for 82 
8 Grat. I with 'twere poſſible. | 
en. Deod. Their Sex is one grofs Cheat; their only Study 
Ruf. How to deceive, betray, and ruin Man: 
8 They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, 
come Which they improve each Day, and grow more exquiſite- 
5 Their Painting, Patching, all e 


2 2 
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And publick AﬀeRations, are but Tricks 
To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 
Grat. Would this could cure mine. 
Dead. Whenwe'er caught faſt, tis then they” ſhew their 
Natures, 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex theWretch they ve conquer'd 
Tho' the fame Hour they glance abroad for new Ones. 
Let but a Woman know you're once her Slave, 
Give her once Teſtimony that you love her. 
She'll always be thy Torment; jilt, deſign, 
And practiſe Ends upon thy honeſt Nature; 
So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. 
Grat. But let a Fool ——.- | 
Theed. Oh give-'em but a Fool, 
A ſenſeleſs, noiſy, gay, bold briſtling Blockhead; 
A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ſtring, 
No Brains in his Head ; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prim, dance, liſp, or lie very much, 
They're loſt for ever : They'll give all they have 
To Fools, or for 'em ——— 
Grat. But, my Friend, this granted, 
Grant Porcia this and more, as ſhe's the Relict 
Of thy dear Brether, and my valu'd Friend, 
The Injury ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muſt not be flighted ; and that's my Cauſe now. . 
Theod. There thou o ercom'ſt me: Still our Men of 
Mettle, | 
Delay their Time; the Day grows late; let's walk 
Down by yon Wall ; may be they have miſs'd the Place: Wt 
Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and we With 


i may be prevented, = 
| | Methinks I would not loſe ſo — a Morning, and do 5 $ 
11 nothing. ws unce 
| Grat. Nor 1 | [E xeunt, | T 


Enter Wor 


The 'SoLDIERs FORTUNE. 55 
Baue Sylvia and Lacretia. 


5 ſcalouſy, that brought me hither, 

Luc. Where lodg'd you then laſt Night ? 

= Sv. Here, in this Houſe, my Couſin Porcia's Houſe : 
ll met her late laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, harraſs d with 


of me, Heaven knows how my n would have 
| diſpoſed me. 
Luc. What, in this Houle ? 
Sylv. Here, in this very Houſe. 
Luc. I'm glad I know it; I'll take ſuch Care, it ſhall 
not be long a Secret. Ale. 
E Sylv. The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, in- 
© vited me to take the Morning air here; for Sleep's a Gueſt 
& that ſays but little with me. Why figheſt thou Lucrece n 
Luc. I'm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould 
& chooſe this Reſidence. . | 
Sv. Tis for a Lover, Lucrece: 8 courts her, 
Friend and lewd Companion of my falſe Husband's. 
Luc. I know him but toe well. 
Sv. Why, doſt thou love him? 


a of © in Peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him. 
E Si. By H —— $, I pity thee. Oh have a care of 
Marriage, Lucrece, Marriage ; twill be thy Bane, and 
lace: min thee for ever. Marriage ſpoils Faces: How I look 
1 we with Marriage! 
| Luc. J ſee no Change. 


nd do | S. No Change! I have not ſlept ſix Nights in Peace | 


ſince the curſt Day I wedded. 
veunt, Tuc. Will then a Huſband ſpoil one's Sleep fo ſadly? 
9. A Husband's, Lucrece, like his Wedding- Clothes; 
Worn gay a Week, but then he throws em off, 
; C4 


And 


Sl. Oh Laing, 'twas the rang: of Jealouſy, curſt 


1 my Journey, and the Cauſe of it: Had ſhe not took pity 


Luc, So much, that I can neither eat, drink, nor lleep 5 


— re on 
Gy — —— nap and gr * 


ad rw a — —oomretrmes-——r — —„—- ——_— — C. + 8 
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And with em too the Lover: Then his Days 

Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home: 

He lies whole Months by thy poor longing Side 
Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed; 

Turns him about, grunts, ſnores: and that's a Huſband. 

Tuc. Is Courtine ſuch a one? 

SW. Tis pain to tell thee the Life I lead with him. 
He's colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; but let him 
looſe among my Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never 
was ſeen ſo termagant a Towzer: He loves a naſty, 
foul-fed, fulſome Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my 
Arms invite him to. To be deſpis'd at that rate, ſo diſho- 
noured, makes me even curſe the Chance that made me 
Woman: Would I had been any Creature elſe See 
yonder, yonder he comes: Thy Mask, thy Mask, dear 
Lucrece. 

Luc. Farewel ; Il away, and leave you 1147 both 
together: | | ¶ Exit 


Enter Courtine. 


Cour. What, fly thy Ground, aint Soldier? How, 
another ? Nay then twas nobly done; two to one had 
been odds elſe: Had it not, pretty one ? 3 

Sy/v. Why who are you, Sir ? | pe 


Cour. Eva a wandring Knight that have forſaken 
my Caſtle in the Country, and am come up to Tos WF nol 
for Preferment truly. 1 

Sv. And one would think fo proper, luſty, a well. Vor 
made Fellow as you are, ſhould not be ug out of s <« 
Employment. FE. 

Cour. Doſt thou know me, my Deareſt ? | The 

Syſv. No. | Ha 
Cour. Then I am ſure thou canſt have no Exception © 
againſt me. 

Sy. = 


— 
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Hl. But ſuppoſe I had a Mind to a little farther Ac- 
quaintance with you; what then, Sir? | 

Cour. Why then thou may'ſt reaſonably foppals that 

I'll make no evil Uſe of thy good Inclinations. Faith 

there are very pretty Gardens hereabouts, let us com- 

mit a Treſpaſs for once, break into one of 'em, and roll 


a Camomile-Bank together this Morning. 


Sylv. Oh Lord, Sir! 1 | 

Cour, She's coming already, Rn IAlde. 

Sy/v. If I ſhould let you make advantage of my weak- 
neſs now, you would be falſe afterwards, forlake me, 
and break my Heart. 

Cour. Pretty Fool! What innocent Scruples ſhe makes! 

I[Alde. 

S lx. Have you no other Miſtreſs already? have you 
no Engagements that will return hereafter be 6 Your” 
Heart to my Prejudice ? 
Cour. Shall I ſwear? Sylv. But har't you truly? 

Cour. If I have, may that "be Mountain over our 
Heads there,. fall down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad.. 

Sykv. To ſhew you then that I deſerve you Faith 

Cour. What wilt thou ſhew me? 

Sy/v. A Face which I am not aſham'd of; tho you'ilt 
perhaps be ſcandaliz'd when you ſee it. 

Cour. The Devil take me if I am tho, 90 ; it Prove: 
not very horrible indeed. 

S What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as: 
you look'd for ? 

Cour. My. own Wife? 

Sy. Ves, thy unhappy Wife, 


| Thou falſe, deceitful, perjur'd, ſhameleſs Wretch :: 


Have I deſerv'd this from thee ? 
Cour. Pox confound her —— 
| [Takes out a. Book and falls. a Reading. 
_ $ylv. Is this the recompence of all my Love? 
Did I beſtow. my Fortune on thy Wants, 
C 5 Humble 


| 


————— ͤ Aw— — ͤ ͤ—àl¹3ʒ3—u— — 
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Humble myſelf to be thy Dove-like Wiſe 2 


And this is all I'm worth 
Cour. Wealth is a great 


"Provocative to am'rous Heat: | { Reads. 


For what is worth in any thing, 
But ſo much Money as twill bring? 
Hudibras, Part the Second, Canto the Firſt. 

Syfv. Patience direct me ! have I wrought my Nature 
To utmoſt Sufferance, and moſt low Contentment ? 
Set my poer Heart to cares? have I been bleſt 
With Children by thee, to be left with Scorn, 
Caſt oft, negleed, and aband on'd vilely ? 
Speak, is not this hard Ulage ?—— 

Cour, /Umph ! 

Sv. Umpb! what's Umph ? 


Cour. Umph, that's I, Child; Umph is I, I, I, my 


Dear. 
Sy/v, Death! Death and W Cut my wretched 


Throat, don't treat n me thus: By H=——n I'll bear't no 


longer. 
Cour. No more, 
Sy/v. I have done, Sir, 
Cour. What do you at London ? 
 Sylv. Is it a fault to follow what I am fond of ? 
Cour. Can't I enjoy my Pleaſure, take my Freedoms, 
but you muſt come, and ſpoil the high-ſeaſon'd Dith, 
with your infipid, whining, ſenſeleſs Jealouſy ? 
Sylv. Prithee forgive me. 
Cour. Where did you lodge laſt Night? 
Sy/v. Here with a Kinſwoman; 


** 


May be you know her not; her Name is Porcia. 
Cour, Death | Beaugard's Widow ! now I am finely 


fitted. What, at this Houſe ? 

S$yv. This very Houſe; that Door 
Opens into the Garden, let us walk there; 
Won't you go with me, Courtine ? 


Cour. 


5 
— 


— 
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Cour. No. 
§ylw. Prithee do, Love. 

Don't be thus cruel to me. 

Cour. Then promiſe one thing, 

And may be my good Nature ſhall be wrought upon. 
Fylv. I'Il grant thee any thing; ſpeak, try m' Obedience. 
Cour. Then promiſe me, that during your Abode 

In this ſweet Town, which I love very dearly, 

That let me ramble, ſteer what Courſe I will, 

Keep what late Hours, and as I pleaſe employ em, 

That you'll be ftill an humble, civil Doxy, 

And pry into no Secret to diſturb me, 

Sl. Well, tis granted, | 
Cour. On then, I'll be dutiful. 
Hl. Enter you firſt, 
Cour. No —— 

Sip. Oh, then you'll forſake me ; 

You ſeek but Opportunity again to leave me. 
Cour. Well, ſince I am trapt thus, 

Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, DEG 

T bere is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound. [ Eæeunt. 


[s, 


my 


hed 


No 


: Enter Theodoret, Gratian, and Lucretia. 


Mead. What, in this Houſe? - 2 


oms, 
Jiſh, Luc, oy, in this very Houſe ; 

My Coufin Sylvia, Courtine's jealous Wife, 

Coming to Town, lodg'd with her here laſt Night. 


Theod. No more. I gueſs the Cauſe we're diſappointed. 
Do thou go, Gratian, muſter what Friends tis poſlible ; 
Pll try my Intereſt too; we'll ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
Enchanted Lady, tho' your Giant guard it. 


finely 


SCENE 


e 


Cour | ng: | 


i} 
'q 
li 
| 
1 
14 
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SCENE changes to the Inſide of a very fair 
Houſe, adirn'd with rich Furniture and Lights. 


Enter Ruffians, with Beauga ard and Daredevil. 


Beau. OGS! Raſcals! Villains! how do you 
intend to deal with us? | 
1 Ruff. Much better than your Language has deſery'd 
Sir. [ They unbind em. 
Beau. Sirs, for this noble Uſage, had I a Sword or 
Piſtol about me, I would reward ye moſt amply: 

[They all bow and withdraw: 

A Plague of your Civility ! where the Devil are we? 


Dared. Where are we, quotha | why, we are in a 


Palace, Man. Prithee look about thee a little. | 

Beau, By H n here's a Paradiſe ; hark, Dar. 
devil, Muſick too. 

Dared. I'll be hang'd if tis not a bawdy Dancing- 
School ; ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning a 
private Ballum rancum, have pitch'd upon our two pro- 
per Perſons for the Buſineſs ; we are like to have a 
ſwinging time on't, Beaugard. PTY 8 

Beau. A Plague o your Cowardiſe; you were whin- 
ing and praying juſt now, and be hang'd to you. 

Dared. I pray ing! Prithee be quiet, Man, I never 


prayed i in my Life, nor ever will pray. Praying quotha 


that is a merry Jeſt with all my Heart. 

Beau, Impudent Poltroon! he ſaid two dozen of Pa- 
ternoſters within this half Hour, and every Jolt the 
Coach gave, was afraid the Devil would have torn him 


to pieces. 


Dared, 


e. 
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Dared. Odd, I like this Contrivance very well. Look, 
Beaugard, what comes yonder? *ſheart, two Devils in 
Petticoats; how my Guts ſhrink together | 


E 56, tab Blaik Women. 


Beau. Heyday ! Lady Blackamores ! nay, then we are 
certainly enchanted” What are you two, Maids of Ho- 
nour to the Queen of Pomonky ? and is this one of her 
Palaces? Not a word | 

* Dared. How I long now to be familiar with one of 

F thoſe Sooty-fac'd Harlots! 1 would beget a chopping 
black Son of a Whore upon her, in defiance to the 

4 & Prince of Darkneſs. 


Entir a Dearf. 


Beau. What, another too of the ſame Complexion ? 
this muſt be her Majeſty's Page. 


Dared. A Pimp, I'll warrant him; he's ſo very little, 


pert, and dapper, .the Rogue. looks as if he could infi- 
nuate himſelf thro a Key-hole. 
Wr a, thou beſt-lov'd Man of the fair 

orld 

Beau. Well Sir, and what s the Service you have | in 
order to command me ? 

Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe in a rich 
Bed prepared for Reft and Love. 

Daxed. I ſaid it was a Pimp; what A fo ties d 
little Raſcal tis! 

Beau. A very pretty fort of an Amuſement this: But 

ever WW prithee ung Domine, why to Bed? 'tis but now Day, 


tha! and the Sun newly riſen ; - for I have not been a bed all 
| Night my little Monſter; I know how the time go's Child. 
Pa- Dwarf. Such are the Orders of the-Power-I ſerve. - 
the For you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 


him 


Dared. Hah! | Davarf 


| after. 


1 
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Dwarf. Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the untra& 


Air. 
Beau. A Pox upon thee for a little, black, lying. well. 


inſtructed Raſcal ; but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the Place, 


and my laſt Night's Fatigue requires it, I'll accept of 
the Offer, and diſpenſe with an Hour or two of Sleep, 


| to ht me for better Exerciſe when I wake again. 


LS its down in a Chair to be andre. 


Dared. Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the Air, ſaid 


he? if this ſhould be true now, what would Ce of 


us? Methought indeed the Coach whew'd away a little 


faſter than ordi 


n 
[While Wn 7s undrefſing, the tauo black 


Women dance. 
Beau. A very notable Entertainment truly, and your 


little, black Ladyſhips have tript it moſt featly. 


[The Women advance towards hin, 
What, and muſt you take Charge of me now ? — With 
all my Heart. Daredevil, farewel to thee ; but that! 
am in hopes of a better, I'd invite thee for a Bed- 


fellow, [Women lead in Beaugard. 


Dared. Bedfellow, quoth-a ! would I were a Bed with 

any Bedfellow, that I was ſure had but Fleſh. and Bones 
about him, 

_ Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are my Charge. 

Dared. T hope your little Impſhip will be civil to me. 
Pray, Sir, what Place is this ? 

Dwoarf. A Cryſtal Caftle, built by Enchantment in 2 
Land unknown to any but the Fair One that commands 
It. The Spirits of the Air keep guard about it, and all 
obey her Charms. 


of:? 
Dwarf. That's a Secret : You'll know more here 


Dare, 


2 
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Dared. Oh Lord ! and what Religion is the Lady 
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Dared. Lead on then: New in the lower World, 
whence I come lately, were this kown, 


** abould the Fate in Ballad be lamented, 
Of Daredevil h Atheift, that's inchanted ? 


CL e e L 
93132 . — Ped Ke — 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Gratian and Theodoret. 


G RAT 14A N. | 
: 5 HESE are your Men of Honour now: I 
1 never knew a bluſtering, roaring, ſwaſhing 
1 x Spark, that, at the Bottom, was good for 
* ny thing. 
8 Theod, Your faux Braves always put on a Shew of 
n more Courage than ordinary; as your beggarly half 
es Gentlemen always wear tawdry and finer Clethes than 
their Fortune will afford 'em. 
Grat. But to lie concealed in private i in the Houſe 

ae. with her! 

= Theod. Damn her, ſhe's a Proſtitute; has given herſelf 
, Fn = already. to his Arms. 


Grat. Vet, I'll warrant you, ſhe has an Excuſe for 
that too, if it be ſo; as, alas! you know, Woman is 

but a weak Veſſel. 
| Theod. A Pox of the Weakneſs of her Veſiel ! damn 
her ! would my Sword were in her Throat. But wall 
our Friends be ready ? 

| Graft. Moſt punctually. It was an odd old Fellow, 
chat which we met with. Was he certainly Beaugard's 
Father ? 4 7 Beod. 


al 
ad 


64 TheATHEIST: Or, 


— — — = Oy i ——n—m—__y - 
1 


4 
2 


Theod. No body can ſwear that, for his Mother wa; 
a Woman; but that merry conceited old Gentle man has 
the Honour of it: He has the Title, but whoſe was the 
Property, that I dare not determine. 

Grat. I hope he'll be as good as his Word with us. 

Theod. It will not be amiſs if it prove ſo. See here 
he comes too. 


Enter Father and Fourmine. 


Fath, You lye, you Dog, you Scanderbes Varlet, you 
lye. Do not I know, that he fat up all Night with a 
Conſort of Whore-maſters and Harlots; and have you 
the Impudence to tell me he is not at home? Do not 


I know, Villain, that after a Debauch, he will out- 


ſmore a Fleetfireet Conſtable and all his Watch, for fix 
Hours ; and dare you teil. me, he is not at home, you 
Catterpillar ? 

Four, Upon the Word of a true Valet de Chambre, 
Sir, I deal ſincerely and honeſtly with you. 

Fath. No more to be ſaid. But, Sirrah, do you take 
Notice in his Behalf, and tell him he ſhall pay for 
this: par: for it, do. you. hear, you Mongrel ? Fob me 
off with ten ſtinking Guineas, when I had loft a hun- 


 dred ! Fiends and Furies, I'll not bear it. Good mor- 


row, my little Thunder-bolts! What ſay you, my tiny 


Brace of Blunderbuſſes? can I be ſerviceable ? ſhall we 


about the Buſineſs while it is praRticable, hah ? — 
Theed. Have you conſider'd of it throughly, Sir? 
Fath. Trouble thy Head no kunden: Il dot, my 


Darling. 
. Theod. Have you conſider'd, Sir, that-ſho. is your 


: Son's Miſtreſs? 


© Fath, So much the better ſtill: I'll bnd her the 
ſtoutlier, for alienating his — from his natural 


Father. | 
Grat. 
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Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too there in 
her Defence, Sir? 

Fath. Still better and better, and better for chat very 
Reaſon; for I would ſwinge him toe with much father- 
iy Diſcipline, and teach him the Duty which a Son, 
with a great deal of Money, owes an honeſt old Daddy 
re that has none. 

E 7d. Very piouſly reſolv'd this, that's the Truth 
on't. But, Sir, I would have you fatisfy'd into the 
Bargain, that this will be no trifling Matter, no Boys 
Play, old Tilbury. 

Fath. Boys Play, Sir! I can fight, Sir Though 1 
am an old Fellow, I have a Fox by my Side here, that 
will ſnarl upon Occaſion. Boys Play ! I don't under- 
ſtand your Boys Play, Sir —— 

Theod. I would not have you take my Plainnefs ill. 
Sir: I only hinted it, to deal with you according to 
an old faſhion of Sincerity, which I profeſs : Sir, I 
hope you are not offended at it. | . 

Fath. Then, to rectify all Miſtakes, let us fairly 
have a Breakfaſt, hoc Momento. I have a fort of gnaw- 
ing Courage, that when it is provok'd, always gives me 
a Stomach to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle, I 
hate to be run through the Guts, with A in em 
to keep the Wind out. 

Grat. Very well propos'd, I think; for we e have 
more Friends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here, 
where we intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a bon- 
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— ny Bottle or two, and then about it as ene as 
? we can. 
my Fatb. Very well ſaid, that: : This i is a pretty Fellow, 


In warrant him. Now, if my Rebel be run through 
your i the Midriff in this Buſineſs, I am the next Heir at Law, 
aud the two thouſand Pounds a Year is my _—_ declare, 

r the Come along, my little Spit- fires. 


Nous 
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Nous allons, 
Brave flrippons, 
Suns feavair ou nous allons. 
Six Bumpers in a Hand to him that drills the firſt 
Whore-maſter through the {mall Guts. 
Grat. We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. 
Fath, You are both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children 
march along then bravely and bold) I mu 


borrow Money of theſe Fellows before I part with 


em. [A/ide.] Nous allons, Brave ftrippons. [Exeunt. 


Euter Courtine. 


- Cour. Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an un- 
ſavoury, phlegmatick, cold, inſipid Wife! By this good 
Day, ſhe has kiſfd me till T am downright fick : I 
have had fo much of her, that I ſhall have no Ste- 
mach to the Sex this Fortnight. 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sylo. My Deareſt, pray, my Deareſt, don't thus leave 
me : By this kind Kiſs I beg it. 

Cour. Oh, the Devil ! 

Sv. Look kindly on me; ſpeak to me 

Cour. Plague, intolerable e. | 

Sy/v. Indeed, my Dear, 1 love you wich ſuch Fond- 
neſs, pray ſpeak. 

Cour. I cannot. 

Syfv. Why ? ant you well ? 

Cour. Oh, there's a ſadden Faintneſs comes over m) 
Spirits! Oh, I'm very fick! Leave me; if thou lov'i 
me, ſtand off, and give me Air; I die elſe. Oh-h! 

Sylv. I'll kiſs thee then to Life again. 


* 


Cour. Stand off, I ſay ; I'll nat be ſtifled ! Murder 
Hl, 


Help ! Murder ! Help! 
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Sytv. Ill natur d Tyrant ! 
Cour. Good-naturd Devil ! Kiſs i'the Devil's Name ! 
Sy. Come near me, Huſband. 
= Cour. Come not near me, Wife. How I am tor- 
1; | tured ! 

Y S;kv. You kink be kind; Se my Dear, you muſt. 
x | Cour. Indeed, my Dear, by your good Leave, 1 
+ | tha'not Damnation ! 
h Sy/v. You long to be rid of me again: 

Cour, That I do moſt mightily ; but how to bring it 
about, if I know, I am a Raſcal —— Oh Oh 1: 

Sy/v. What's the Matter, Dearee? 

Cour. Oh, Iam ſick again of the ſudden! Give me 
che Chair there { Oh | my Heart beats, and my Head 
ſwims! Oh ! oh! 

Slv. Alas, I fear y'are very fick indeed ! ! if my poor 
Lovee ſhould die, what would become of me ? 

Cour. A plague o'your whining ! Would I were well 
| out of the Houſe once. 

Hlw. Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareſt 
Lore, my Joy ? Speak to me; ſhall 17 
Cee. Ay, if thou wilt, my Jewel. [Exit Sylvia. ] 
bers quoth-a ! — What a Plague's this ! Huſh, is ſhe 


gone? — Now for a convenient Balceny to venture the 
breaking a of Neck at —— 
i} 8 
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Enter à Page. 


Page. Sir, Sir, a Word with you. 

Cour, Wnh me, Sweetheart? thy Buſineſs ? 
Page. A Lady, Sir, that ogg d you hither this Morn- 
ing | 

4 Cas: A Lady! 
| Page. Yes, a Lady, Sir. 


Cour. 
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Cour. Hift : Get you in, you little Menkey ; cp, | 
ſculk, or you'll ſpoil all elſe, —— Here's the bleſſed 
Comfort of a Wife again now : Oh, oh ! — Ex. Page. 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sykv. How is't, my Bleſſing? Here, take this: Heav'n 
guard thee. 

Cour. From thy confounded troubleſome Company, if 
it be poſſible. Aide. F | hon 

Sykv. How is't my Dearee ? 

2 If I had but a little more on't, Dearee. 

Sy/v. T'il fee what's left, my Joy. 

Cour. Do, prithee do, my Joy - then, Joy in the 


Devil's Name. [ 4/de. 5 [Exit Sylva, 
Hiſt, Sirrah, Page, come hither. 


Inter Page. 


Page. Is your Lady gone, fir #-..\ 

Cour. Ves. But what News of the other Lady, my 
truſty Mercury "4 

Page. She's now below, Sir, and defires to. ſee you, 

Cour. Is ſhe: young? handſome ? 

Page. I can't tell that, Sir; but ſhe's rare and fine, 

Cour. Are her Clothes rich ? | 

Page. Oh, Sir, all Gold and Silver; with a der 


Point Thingum Thangum over her Shoulders: And ths. 


ſhe ſmells as ſweet as my Lady's Drefling-Box. 

Cour. Fly, little Sprite, and tell her, I'm, imp. 
tient: Tell her, Il. wait on her within A Moment 
Tell her —— 

Page. But, Si 

Cour, Be gone, be gone, you Knave, or you ll be 
caught elſe. 0h [Exit Pa. 


8 Re-entt 
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Re-enter Sylvia. 


Sv. Here' s all that's left, my Heart. 
= Cour. lam ſorry for it; it is very comfortable. L 
Ch, oh, oh 
91. What ails my Life? ö 
Cour. Oh, I have a horrid Tremor upon my Heart 
N i is the old Palpitation I us'd to be troubled with, re- 
turn d again. Oh, if I were but ——— 
9% Where, Love? 
| Cour. Oh! but in a Condition to go abroad ; there is 
| an able Fellow of my A cquaintance, that always sd 
© to relieve me in this Extremity. 
= Sylv, Where does he live ? I'll take a Coach myſelf, 
and go to him. | 
Cour. The Devil take me if I know. - Oh! *tus 
a vaſt way off Oh ! now it kills me Kun? 
$ylv, I ſhall not think it ſo, when it is my Duty. 
Cour. That's but teo kind, my ſweeteſt ; though if 
1 had but one Bottle of his Elixir 
Sy. How is it call'd ? 
Cour, Specimen Vitæ. 
Sl. Specimen Vite ? | 
Cour, Ay, Specimen Vite : "Tis a damn'd hard Name, 
but tis very good. 
Sv. Where is it he lives then 7 Prithee let me go 
Whither, 
= Cour, Oh, tis a horrid way off ! Beſides, it would 
Wrouble me now, in this Conditions to be ſo long with- 
Put thee. 
E Fn Prithee let me go. 
| Cour. Why, 'tis as far as Grubhtreet, Child; 3 as Grab- 


1 Peet. 


* I'll be back again intantly 
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| Cour. 1 had rather, indeed, thou ſhouldſt go thyſelf, # O. 
than ſend a Meſſenger, becauſe the Buſineſs will be done WR Co 
more carefully. l * 
Syz/v. How's the Direction then? y 
Cour. In Grubſtreet, Child, at the Sign of the Sun 3 
and Phenix, I think it is, there lives a Chymiſt: Ak 2 
for him, and in my Name * a Bottle of his Specimen 2 
FYite. Oh! 
Sylv. Specimen Vite ? ö 
Cour. Ay, Specimen Vitæ. — I'll try in the mean 
time if I can walk about the — and divert the ter- 
ror of my Fits. | 2 
Sz/v. Heav'ns bleſs my Dearee. N 0. 
Cour. Thank you, my only Joy. — Would in the m _ 
Devil's Name ſhe were gone once, and had her Gut: WW then, 
full of that Quack's Specimen Vite. [Afrde, BW 
Sykv. You'll be careful of yourſelf, Child? von n 
Cour. As careful as I can, Child. | 1 
Sv. Gud b'w'y, Courtine. ee 
Cour. B'w'y, my Syivee. Oh, oh! [Exit Sylva. the D. 
| Enter Page. 1 
Is me gone? | ou 
Page. Yes, Sir. Lis 
Cour. Where's the Lady ? 1 
Page. Here; juſt entring up the Back-Stairs. Iwill 
[Lady appears at the Dor, WW 7, 
Cour. Madam, this Honour done your worthleß Sa 7 
Servant 12 
5 Re-enter 8 Nia. | roſity. 
i and CO 
Sy/v. Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my Wages Lad 
Pray, Courtee, kiſs me before I go. EE 
Cour. Confound her, come again [¶Aſide.] Oh, my 1 
Love! I have made hard fhift to crawl to the Door, here. nl 70 / 


Hl. 
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Sy ko. Who's. that behind you ? 
1 8 Nothing but a Page, come to der if J wanted 
any thing. A Plague of her Hawk's Eyes! [ Aide. 
= Sylv. Gud b'w'y, my deareſt Love. T 
Cour. Gud b'w'y, my Joy. 
Slv. Nay, give me another. B'w'y, "Conrtee. 
| Cour. B'wW'y, Sylvee, — So, is ſhe gone again? — The 
| Devil take me, if thou interrupteſt me any more. | 
[ Locks the Door efter her. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir ? 

Cour. Ves; but I hope you'll not think the worſe of 

me, pretty One, for keeping a Wife Company now and 

cen, for want of better. 

Ls. Can you be fo kind, Sir, not to forget me? Do 

you remember me ſtill, Captain? 

Cour. Remember thee, Child! Is it poſſible for that 

Face to be ever blotted out of my Memory? — Though, 

the Devil eat me, if ever I ſaw it before, to the beſt of 

my Knowledge. [ Afde. 

E Lady. Where is your Lady gone, Sir? 

Cour. To Grubſtreet, Jewel, for ſome Specimen Vitæ. 

Lady. Specimen Vitæ, Sir | Oh dear, what's that? 

| Cour. Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and 
Iwill ſhew thee what Specimen Vite is preſently. 

% £44. You may, perhaps, think ſtrange of this Free- 


lek dom I take with you, Sir. 
& Cour. Not in the leaft, Child; it ſnews thy Gene- 
E roſity. — I love her now for underſtanding her Buſineſs, 
2 and coming cloſe to the matter quickly. [ Hfde. 


lach. But, Sir, preſuming on your Nyondam Favours 
to me, lam come to beg your Advice in a matter of 


| Law, which I. am at * involv'd in; and if you 


my 


Cour, 
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Cour. To retire a little in private? Oh, thou could 
not have pick'd out ſuch another Man for thy Purpoſe: 
I am, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World for Cham- 
ber- practice. And if I do not find out the Merits of 
thy Cauſe as ſpon as ——_ 

Lady. Really, you are fo goodenatur'd = — 

Cour. Grubftreet and Specimen Vitæ, quoth-a ! He that 
Por the Palpitation of the Heart; and an armful of this won't 


cure him, let him die upon a Dunghill, and be buried 


in a Ditch, I ſay. — This is the rareſt Adventure — 
_[Exeunt n and the Lady, 


CGG . W 


The SCENE change 9 a Bed. chamber, 


g 


Enter Beaugard, as areſſe ing himſelf. 


Beau. EI GH O! Heigho! Boy, Imp, Where art 
thou? 

Dwarf. We Ycur Pleaſure ? Wha s your Pleaſure, 
Sir ? 

Beau. What is t O'Clock, Boy ? te 

Dwarf. Sir, in your World, by Computation, I gueſs 
it may be Afternoon. 

Beau. A very pretty Raſcal this; and a very ex. 
traordinary way of Proceeding, I am treated withal here: 
J have been a- bed, tis true, but the Devil a wink of 


ſound Reſt came near my Senſes all the While; but brok- 


en Slumbers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from one 
hide to the other, in hopes the fair Unknown that |ceps 
this Caſtle, might have been fo good-natur'd to have gt 
ven a Stranger a Viſit. This can be no lefs than ſome 
romantick” Defign of the little Fairy, that threaired 


the + ga cheat the Widow of me. N ow will I, for 


once, 


= 
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once, if ſhe does attempt me, put on that monſtrous Vir- 


What, Muſick again! This a merry en I'll fay 
that for it, where ever it be, Boy! 


Dwarf. Did you call, Sir ? 

= Beau. My Cloaths, Monſter, my Veſtments ; ; I hate a 
| Dehabille mortally : I long to be rigg'd, that I may be 
| fit for Action, if Occaſion ſhould preſent itſelf. 


* Ry ip him. 
wy SONG. 


1. 


2 elcome, Mortal, to this * ce, 


| Where ſmiling Fate did ſend thee ; 
Snatch thy happy Minutes, as they paſs ; 


Who knows how few attend thee ! 


IT. 
Floods of Foy about thee roll, 
| And flow in endleſs Meaſure. 
Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
| With Draughts of every Pleaſure. 


III. 

Feaſt thy Heart with Lowe's Dęfre, 
x. Thy Eyes with Beauty's Charms; 
e: With Imaginations fan. the Fire, 
of WM Then flifle it in thy Arms. 
= BY | 
ne | . 
ps : Por, * Life 5a fippery Gueſt, 
un Whoſe Flight can't be prevented; 3 
ne W Treat it, <chilft it flays here, with the beſt, 
= | And then twill go contented 
fo 


. —. ; D V. Come 
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tue call'd Self. denial, and be damnably conſtant. — - 
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| V. 
Come you that attend on our Goddeſis Will, 
And fprinkle the Ground 
With Perfumes around ; 
Shea him Jour Duty, and fhew us your Skill. 


Enter four black Women, that Dance to the ſame 
Meaſure of the Song, and ſprinkle Sweets. 
Circle him with Charms, 
And raiſe in his Heart 
| | Such Alarms, 
Hs Cupid ne er wrought by the Pow'r of his Dart. 


They dance round him. 


Fill all his Veins with a ROY 22 
And then ſhew a Beauty to ſet em a. fire; 
Jill kind panting Breaſts to his Wound ſhe apply, 
Then on thoſe white Pillows of Love let him die. 
| [The Dance ends, 


Beau. Faith, and with all my Heart; for I am weary 
of the lingring Diſeaſe, and long to taſte my Mortality 
moſt mightily, Hah ! a Banquet too, uſher'd in by a cou 
ple of Cupid: ! [Two Cupids run in a Table furniſbd 
Pretty innocent Contrivance! Well, here's no fear of 


ſtarving, that's one Comfort. Now, my dear Muſicians, 


would ye be butas good as your Word, and fhew me the 
Beauty you have fo prepar'd me for! — But then, my 
Widow! my dear, generous, noble-hearted Widow 
She that loves Liberty as I do; ſhe that defies Matrimo- 
ny as I do too! Shall I turn Recreant, and be falſe 0 
her? Ah, Daredevil, Daredevil! how I want thee to 
help me out in this Caſe of Conſcience a little! 


Enter 
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Enter Daredevil. 


Dared. Beaugard, where art thou ? 
Beau. Ah dear Damnation! I was juſt now heartily 
wiſhing for thee. | 
Dared. Such, News ! ſuch Tidings! ſuch a Diſcovery ! 
Beau, Hah! What's the Matter, Man ? 
Dared. Only ſix andfifty Virgins apiece for us, that's all; 
pretty little bluſhing opening Buds, you Rogue, that never 
had ſo much as a Blaſt of maſculine Breath upon them 
yet— What's here? A Banquet ready Nay, then I am 
atisfy'd: Never were Heroes ſo inchanted as we are. 
Beau. But where are the Virgins, Daredevil, the 
Virgins ? ; 4 | 
' Dared. There's only one of em, Child; only one — 
but ſuch a one, my Soldier | 
Beau. Is there but one then? | 
| Dared. That's no matter, Man; I'll be contented, 'til! 
# thou haſt done with her ; I hate a new Conveniency that 
ads, Was never practiſed upon; tis like a new Shoe that was 
never worn, wrings and hurts ones Foot baſely and 
| ſcurvily, I love my Eaſe, I. 
Beau. But is ſhe very lovely? | | 
| Dared. Such a Swinger, you Dog, ſhe'll make thy 
Heart bound like a Tennis Ball at the Sight of her; 
with a majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. 
Beau. Well. bd 
Dared. A lovely, angelical, commanding Face. 
Beau. By H=— ns! | 
Dared. With | two. triumphant, rolling, murdering 
Eyes, that ſwear at you ev'ry time you look upon her. 
Beau. Stand off, ſtand off, I fay ; ſhe's mine this 
Minute, But then again, my Widow! 


D2. 


Enter 


14 * 
95 
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Enter a Lady mas d. 


Hah |! — mask d too! when the Devil ſhall I ſee a Wo- 
man with her own natural Face again ? Madam' 

Lady. Be pleas'd, Sir, to repoſe yourſelf a little: there 
is a ſmall Aceount, Sir, to be adjuſted betwixt you and I. 
Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there? 

[Several Men vizarded, and arm d, appear at the Deors. 

Beau. What the Devil can be the meaning of this now ? 
I am not to be murdered, I hope, after all this Ceremony 
and Preparation? 

Dared. Murder'd, in the Devil's Name! Here is great 
Fear of being murder'd, truly. 

Lady. Come, Sir, fit down, Sir. 

Beau. Madam, I'll obey you. 

Lady. 1 doubt not, Sir, but fince your coming hither, 
you are much ſurpriz d, and wonder at your Treatment. 

Dared. So, now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall ſee 
what is in it. UAld.. IM 

Beau. Madam, *t has been ſo very highly generous— Ag 

Lady. That you are prepar'd with Compliments to Thy 

pay me for it. 5 
But, Sir, ſuch Coin's adulterate and baſe, | 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. 
Dared. Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man; 
Pour out a Buſhel of Oaths upon her inſtantly : Swear, 
ſwear, if thou wilt do any Good upon her. 

Lady. I know my Rival. 

Beau. Ay, tis ſo, juſt ſo, juſt as I thought; my poor 
Widow will run a damnable Hazard of loſing this 
ſweet Perſon of mine, if I do not take abundance of 
Care in the Buſineſs. Here are Rogues on each Hand, 
with Blunderbuſſes too. I ſhall be raviſt'd. [As. 

Lady. She, by her Arts, 

And the _ Fortune to "have fir attem 8 it, 
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I know's poſſeſod already of your Heart. 


But know too, I'm a Woman loath Refuſal, 
Scornful Refuſal - _ 


Dared. Swear to her, I tell thee : That ever a Fellow 


ſhouldloſeallthistimeforaninfignificant Oathortwol[ Hide | 


Lady. Or, if my Fortune, 
Which is not deſpicable, prove too weak 
An Argument to tell you I deſerve you; 


Vet I have this to boaſt, I ne er conceald myſetf, | 


Either. for Shame or Ends ; but rather choſe 
To runthe Riſque of being deny'd your Love, 
Than win it by baſe Artifice and Practices. 


What think you, Sir ? v 
Beau. Ha! 

That, Madam, I'm moſt miſerable, 

Unleſs — 


Lady. Vour Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 
Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſs -——— 
Lady. Well: 
Beau. That I love her, and will for ever.. 
Lady. Death! Do you: confeſs it too? 
See you not here yourielf within my Power, 
And dare you ſtill confeſs you love that Creature? 


Thus far Pve kept my Word, I've croſs'd her Stratagems ; 
Tou are here my Prisoner, and by what is paſt, 
| You ought to think me capable of more. 


Dared. If this Fellow-would but ſwear a little, all this 


might be rectify d. Madam, to my own Knowledge — 
Beau. Fool, ſtand off. 


I'm ſenfible that you are the lovelieſt Creature 


My Eyes e er gaz d on: but. 
Lady. But what? | 


Beau. I'm fure 
You'd yourſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faithleſs, could I be but unconftant. | 
Pity me, fair one; yet, methinks this Hand 


1 Lady. 
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Lady. Should fend a Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart. 


By H n, PI! never bear i.·k⁊ů!)kv 
Beau. Madam. 5 
Dared. Madam, v1 | 
Could you but throw ſome Norge on your Servant. 80 
Lady. By all the Fury in a Woman's Heart, F 
I'll be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Slaves, 29 
To do your Office - FF a | | Yr 
Dared. Madam $ . 
Beau. Look ye, Madam, your Ladyſhip may do your 5 
Pleaſure; you may command half a dozen of Bullets dan 
through my Pericranium, if you have a Mind to have our 
your Beauty well ſpoke of by the Criticks of Holbourn, Shri 
that once a Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy W con 
handſome Faces: Upon that Confideration you may 5 
murder a poor conſtant Monſter if you pleaſe, Madam. Pris 
Lady. Still am I ſcorn'd then? | e 
Beau. Would you kill me barbarouſly 5 thy 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not ſee ſuch a Sight. D 
Laay. No, take your Life, and with't this Satisfaction. | Bleft 
Porcia ſcorns you, as much as you do m: go fe 
And *till thou ſueſt upon thy humble-Knees 6 
| | To me for Pity, Porcia ſhall deſpiſe thee. | | ever 
Beau. Madam, I fear ——— ſweet 
Lady. No more. | 1 
Beau. By all thoſe Denen | Go 
Lady. Be * for ever, fly this. Ah, ah « — 133 ful! 
and b 
Enter Courtine. s laſt 
| | Da 
Cour. Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I hi- encha 
ther, Beaugard? Bes 
Beau. Friend Courtine ! ſpeak Man: What's the matter? ſhe in 
Caur. 3 jilted, chous d, 25 4 —— 25. 
5 Was e 
Enter 
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Enter a Woman. 


Vom. A Midwife! run for a Midwife, run for dome 
good Woman. Oh Madam, an Accident. | 

Beau. A Midwife ! 5 | 

Lazy. Heav'ns! a Midwife !&— [Exir. 

Cour. Yes, Friend, a Midwife. I am ſweetly manag'd, 
II thought I had been in private here, in this Houſe, 
with a civil Perſon of good Reputation, and it proves a 
damn'd trapanning Strumpet. Juſt in the middle of all 
our good Underſtanding together, ſhe fetches a great 


Shriek, and roars out for a Midwife : The Drab is n = 

gone with Baſtard, and ſwears 1 am the Father of it. = 
Bea. A very great Happineſs, take my Word fort, = 
| Friend; Children bring a great Honour with them, We 


Courtine : It may grow up to be a Comfort to thee in i 
r = 
Dared. Oh your Olive de are anſpeakable 4M 
I Bleflings, the Gift of Heav'n.' I love to ſee Poſterity _ 
go forward, and Families encreaſe, with all my Heart. 
Cour, Let me be hang'd and quarter'd, Gentlemen, if 


ever I ſet Eyes on the Harlot in my Life before. My 2M 
ſweet Wife, with a Pox to her, brought me hither. = 
Beau. Why, is thy Wife in London ? i ; 
Cour. Yes, Hell confound her; ſhe has bunte me 1 


h. full Cry up to Town, ſeized upen me this Morning, 


| and brought me hither, where it ſeems ſhe lay all the 


| laſt Night. 
; Dared. Why then, for aught I know, we may be fill Be 
hi- enchanted. 5 42 
Beau. I am glad to hear that with all my Heart, Ts | 
ter? W ſhe in the Houſe ? 


Cour. No; I was forced to counterfeit Sickneſs, till I 
was eien ſick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of 
going to my Phyſician, in the Devil's name; that this 
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80 ner: Ur, 
confounded Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, and 
I, might conſole together for half an Hour; and am 
ſweetly fitted with a Concubine, . that's the truth on't. 
Beau. This comes of your Whoring, Courtine; if you 
had kept me Company, and liv'd. virtuouſly, none of 
this had happened to you now. But you muſt be wand- 
ring; no reaſonable Iniquity will ſerve your turn. 


Enter Laaj. 


Lach. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I'll ſwear, Captain Courtin:, 
you are the happieſt Gentleman I yonder's the fineſt chop- 
ping Boy for you. Why it will be able to carry a 
Muſquet in your Company within this Fortnight. And 
then, I am ſo obliged to you for bringing the Lady to 
lie in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will do me the 


Honour, I'll take it for a Favour to ſtand jor Godmother 


With her. 
Cour. And, Madam, to return your 8 I 
with, with all my Heart, you were pregnant with a 


Litter of nine ſuch chopping Boys, upen Condition that 


I were bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel. — 


Confound your being witty, with a Plague to you. 


22 
Beau. That's ſomething coarſe thongh, Friend, to 2 
Lady that's ſo civil to you. 


ke W ESE" Maid of the Family, one with the Chill. 


x 1 Maid. See Fenny, yon s the Man; that, ar the 


Father. 
2 Maid. I'll fwear it is a proper Perſon. 


3 Maid. Oh Sir, Heav'ns bleſs yon, you're the hap- 


pieſt Man! here is my young Maſter, as like you as If 
15 had bore it yourſelf. 

.1 Maid. What a pretty little Noſe it has! 15S 

2 7. 


—s 1. 


* 


1 Maid. It would never grieve a Body to have a Child 
by ſuch a handſome Gentleman. 


* Ye Whores! ye Drabs! ye fulſome, ſtinking 
Whores ! Cluſters of Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals pity 
ye: Confound ye, leave me. 


fomerhing to the Nurſe, Man ; that's but civil. 


Ester Sylvia. 


Sylv. A Baſtard ! Death, a Baſtard ! Under my Noſe 
| too! Where's the vile hateful Monſter > _ 
Beau. Have Patience, Lady. 
Sylv. Faſe, loathſome Traytor. 
Cour. Now my Joy's compleated. 
gv. Let me come at him, let me go. wn 
Cour, Hold her faſt, Friend, if thou loveſt me. 
Sy/v. Thou Devil! — Thou treach'rous, faithleſs, 
reviar'd Wretch ! Thou Huſband ! Look in my Face, 
2 Cour. Well. 
t Sylv. Did ever I deſerve this 5 
= Degenerate Brute ! thou, only in Falſhood, Man ! 3 
| Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home. 
. Cour. Like à Dog with a Bottle, &c. [Sings. 
3 Slv. Thou perfect Yoke-fellow ! thou heavy Ox, 
Thou want'it a Goad to make thee know thy Strength. 


Death, Fiends, and Torments ! I could digthoſe Eyes out. 


Pl bear it no longer. Bedlam! Bedlam ) Bedlam ! 
| [Courtine frgs, and dances a Fig. 

Sv. No more! I'll flay no more to be his Triumph. 
| Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleſt 
With your firſt native Freedom: Let no Oaths 
Of perjur'd Mankind woo you to your Ruin : 
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 
Moans at your Feet, remember then my Fall: 
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2 Maid. And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World. 


Beau. Fie upon it, Courtine, ſie for Shame ! give 
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And when for Pity moſt his Tears implore, 


Like me, your Virtue to your Hearts recall; 
Reſolve to ſcorn, and never ſee him more. 
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[Exit. 
Cour. With. all ey Heart, thou dear, yr Wife and 
Plague. 
Cour, Methinks a very pitiful Caſe this, Madam. 
"Lady. If your Widow were but here, Sir, now, ſhe 
might fairly ſee what ſhe is like to truſt to. 
| [Here the ſham Scene. 


Enter a Woman and Daredevil. 


Mo. Oh, Madam! Madam ! what will become of us all! 

Lady. Become of us, Woman! Prithee, what's the 
Matter? are we in any danger? 

Dared. Only your eee Madam, and his 


Friend, with above a dozen arm'd Men more, Madam, 


that's al the Matter, Madam. 

Laa. My Brother-in-law ! 

Dared. Yes, your Brother-in-law, Lady, if your Name 
be Porcia: Such a one they aſk for. 


Beau. Porcia ! 


Cour. Yes, Porcia : I could have told you ſhe was 


| Porcia, before. 


L 
\ \ * 
8 . Yo = R 
r IS 
0 K 
| Oo - Tore h 


Por.” Tis but too true, Sir, my unbappy Name 1s Porcia. 

Beau. Porcia, my Widow my dear lovely. Widow ! 
What an ill- natur d Trick was this Concealment? | 
Por. Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 


If now you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 


Protect me; for I dread my Brother's Fury, 
Ev'n worſe than Matrimony. 
Here, Sir, I yield myſelf up yours for ever. 
Beau. And ſhall I claim thee ? 
Per. From this Hour, for ever. 
Beau. And, by this happy Hour, TI keep thee mine f ef 
Secure thyſelf in the next private Cloſet : l 


8 Peac 
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Peace to thy Heart, poor Widow. [Exit Porcia. = 
Give us but Arms | ———_— | \ 
Dared. Thoſe I have provided for you. | | . 
I found our Swords in a certain private Corner that ſhall _ 
be nameleſs, where I was propoſing ſome civil Fami- | 
| liarities to the Lady Governeſs of the Family, juſt as ww 
: the Bluſterers entred. = 
Beau. Are they in the Houſe: then ? 1 
Dared. Ves, and have bound the Servants too; the | 
l hungry Rogues were all ſurpris'd at Dinner; you'll 48 
hear more of them preſently, I'll warrant you. 1 
Cour. Stand to your Arms, Beaugard ; the Enemy's | Ir” 
1? 1 py 
® Dared: We . had a Succeſſion of very pretty Adven- 1 
tures here; firſt we are inchanted, then we are fiddled i 
. to ſleep, then we are fiddled up again: then here's a Diſ- 9 
2 covery of a very fair Lady, follow'd by another of a boun- WW 
L cing brown Baſtard ; and when we might have thought — 
all Fortune's Tricks had been over, we are in a very fair 1 
ume way at laſt of having our Throats cut. But I'll ſecure f i Z 


one Life, that ſhall be my Care —— [II ftealing off. 
Beau. Dog, ftay and hght 3 or, by H n, TI rip 

Was your Heart out. 
Dared. Well then, if I maſt fight, I muſt : What a Pox, 
3 I have two good Seconds o'my ſide; and that has fav'd 
ww! many a Coward's Credit before now. [ Note within. 
fs Theod. Break open the Door there, 5 the Paſſage, 
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Enter Theodoret, Gratian, and Father. 


i Beau. Well, Gentlemen, what farther? What means 
A this Violence here? 


Dead. I hope, Sir, that'sn no Secret, when you ſeewho 
we, are. 


Fath. We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Sir ; one Porcia- 
D 6 Belts: 
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that this is my Son 
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Beau. How's that, my Father ! | 

Fath, Father me no Fathers ; I am none of thy Father, 
Fellow ; but-I am theſe Gentlemens Friend here 
Now, Atheiſt, will I murder thee. 

Dared O Lawd! 

Fatb. Fack, Fack, Fack! Come hither, Tack; / aWord 
with thee, Jack: Give me a hundred Pieces now, and 


I'll be o'thy fide, Jack; and help thee to beat off theſe 


impudent Fellows, Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you 


Beau. Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not 


part with a ſingle Shilling, Sir. 


Fath, 'Though, if he were my Son ten thouſand times, 


in ſuch a Cauſe as yours, I'd draw my Sword againſt 
him. [ Dranvs. 


Beau. You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. 
Grat. Which you forgot, Sir. 
Cour. Hah ! a Challenge, Beaugard / 


Beau. Þ'll tell thee more hereafter. To ſhew you I 


ha'not forgot it, the Lady you thus perſecute is now 


under my Protection, and with my Sword III keep her 
ſo. [ Draws. 


Cour. If we don't, may my Wife get the better of 
me, and wear mine for a Bodkin. 
- Theed. Come on then, Sir. 
Beau. For the Lady, 
Grat. For my Honour. 
Cour. And for my Friend, Sir. 
Dared. Old Brimſtone Beard, have at 5 
| [Fight. The reft of Theodoret's Party falls in. 
Cour. Baſe Traitors ! Odds! 
Beau. Confound em! Thruft. 
[HBeaugard and Courtine driven off. 
Dare. Oh, I am flain! my Maw runs out: What will 


become of me? Oh! *  [Gratian and Daredevil /a//. 


Enter 
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Enter Theodoret. 

Dead. Secure that Paſſage now: How fares 
my Fnend ? | 


'Grat. I'm wounded: Send for a n qu whey, 
for I bleed much. 


Theod. Look to your Maſter, Sirrah ; and you, Fellow, 

be careful of this Beaſt here. = 
Dared. Oh, a Parſon ! a Parſon ! dear Sir, a Parſon ! 

Some pious goed Divine, if you have any Charity. 


Enter Father with Porcia. 


Fath. Here, here ſheis; I ha” got her for you ; let 


me alone for ferreting a Female's Quarters out. 


Theod. I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security: 
There's Miſchief done, Sir. 


Fath. The more Miſchief the better; 3 ſhalt find 


me no Flincher, Boy: Here, here, make ſure of her. 
Por. Inhuman Tyrant! Why am I abus'd thus? Help! 
Murder! Help! 
 Theod. None of your Tricks; no Cries, no Shricks for 

_ Succour. 

By Hell, here's that ſhall filence you for ever, 
Thou Woman ; thou young, itehing, wanton Devil ! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt ! Give up thy Virtue, 
Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy! 
On what a tett'ring Point his Honour ſtands, 

That truſts his Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hands! [ Exe. 
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rv. SCENE I. 


Enter Lucretia i in Man's Clothes, and Chloris. 


EUCRET HI 4. 
: AL 8 ROM ms gay Minute, farewel Love and 


my 3 Bhd Heart is at home again. Let 
me ſee: I have a hundred and a hundred 
times wiſh'd myſelf a Man; and now, in outward Ap- 
pearance, I am a very Fellow ; nay, a very pretty Fel- 
low : For, methinks, Foppery, Impertinence, Self-conceit, 
and other maſculine Qualities grow upon me ſtrangely. — 
Oh, Miſchief, Mitcluef, Miſchief ! thou art a very ſweet 


Employment But Opportunity ! bewitching, love- 
ly, omnipotent ee how ſhall I come at 
thee ? Chloris ! 

Clo. Madam. 


Luc, Give me my 3 
Chlo. Here, Madam, Bleſs us ! what will your Lady: 
ſhip do with yourſelf in this Equipage ? 


Luc. Ladyſhip, Huzzy ! Take notice from this impor- 
tant Moment, I am no more your Miſtreſs ; but that 


imperial Creature, your Maſter : and therefore know too, 
I will have my Fœminine Habiliments burnt inſtantly, 
and an Operator ſent for to make me a Beard grow. 


I will learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, and make Fortifica- 


tions in Dirt-pies : Nay, if the Humour hold, I'll goa 
Yolunger into Germany againſt the Turk. 
4 Colo. 
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| Stranger, 
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Cho. But what will be the end of all this, Madam? 

Luc. Why, if I go into the War, I ſhall have the Pri- 
vilege, when I return home, to talk of Marches, Battles, 
and Sieges, which I never was at, nor underſtand an 
more than the Fools I tell my Story to. If I ſtay at home, 
with the Privilege of good Clothes, Pertneſs, and much 
Simplicity, will I ſet up for a Spark, grow familiar at 
Whitehall, and impudent with ſome great Man there or 
another; run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in 
Eating-houſes, and noiſy all over the Town, 

Chlo. A very hopeful Reſolution. 

Luc. As thus: When J and another Spark meet; Dam 
me, Fact, ſays I, What Times are there ſtirring ? What 
Ready to be had? What Caravans have you met with, 
or what Looſe lately managed? You Rogue, you look 
very high upon the Huckle. 

Chle. Well, Madam, but what will all this Gib- 
beriſh ſignify ? 

Luc. Signify, you Fool ! why what it ſignifies already; 
Wit, Courage, Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pre- 
tence to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lodgings, and 

Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall truſt me 

againſt his palpable Knowledge, that I am not worth a 

Groat ; and never have the Impudence to hope to be 

Chloe. And muſt your Honour have a Miſtreſs too) 

| Luc. Yes, Huzzy, and you ſhall be ſerviceable to me in 
Iche Matter: I'll have a Doxy this very Night, I have fing- 
Fled her out already; Courtine's Wife, that jealous, raging, 
Jifatiable Help-meet of the Captain's ſhall be my Dulcizea 
% Toboſo. She's in Love with me already, that's my 
Comfort. As I paſſed, through the Hall juſt now, ſhe 
coming into the Houſe to pay 2. Viſit to the Widow Por- 
tia (who by the way, is as wicked, as myſelf, and my 
at Counſellor in this noble Project) we met: I, you 
Iruſt know, bow'd very reſpectfully;; ſhe taking me for 
Stranger, curtly'd as ow's and viewing me el 
| cer” 
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leer d at me, as if that Minute ſhe took Aim at my 
Heart, and defign'd me for her Quarry. 
Chh. But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt Alber you. 
Luc. Thou art a Fool: She never ſaw me till yeſter- 
day in her Life-time; then too diſguiſed : So that if I do not 
practiſe on her Frailty, and by that means find a Way to 
revenge myſelf on that Vizard-monger, Beaugard, may 


'T be condemned to wear Breeches as long as I live, and 


never know more than the preſent Uſe I make of them, 
Cho. Hiſt, Madam, ſhe's returning. 


Enter Sylvia, 


ae Huſh then : Now my Cauſe is coming on, and 
have at her. 

Sv. Sweet heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me 
the Way to the Gardens; I come to pay a Viſit to Madam 
Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air. — 
A very handſome Youth —— [ Made. 

Cb. Madam, this young Gentleman here is come 


- hither on the ſame Errand with your Ea and 


waits till her Return. 

Luc. But, Madam, the good — of heing you, is 
a Happi neſs would recompence the being diſappointed 
of all the Converſation of your Sex befides. 

Sl. Indeed, Sir ? 

far Yes, indeed, Madam. 

Sv. Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir ? 

Tuc. Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the 


Family, is, henceforth to have oftner the Honour of kiſ. 


fing your fair Hands here: It is an Opportunity 1 Mould 
make no ungentlemanly uſe of. [ 
Sl. Opportunity, Sir?) | 
Tue: Yes, Opportunity, Madam : I am not bein ad 


to mention fo honeſt a a Friend as opportunity, to one 
that; 


; the Pri 
Moon ſ 


| true, ] 
| Courts; 
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The Sor DpIERS ForTuns. 89 
that, by her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, methinks, 
be a mortal Foe to Opportunity. 

Sv. Do you know me, Sir? 

23 Why, Madam, do I treat you like a Stranger ? 
= Know you! By this good Hour, there has not been aDay 
or Night fince I firſt ſaw you, that I have thought or 

= dream'd of any thing elſe. Are you not the Wife of a 
| certain ſwaggering 'Squire about this Town, who calls 
| himſelf Captain Courtine ?- 
| Sykv. Yes, Sir; ſuch a Friend ina Comer I have, 

Sir; and what have you to ſay to him, Sir? TIl ſwear, 
| a very handſome Youth ſtill [Afar 


Luc. What, Madam? What I have to ſay to you, rather 


than loſe you, I would fay to him; which is, that I 
ke you, love you, languiſh for you, and would, with 
| all my Heart, Blood, Spirit, and Fleſh, I —— 
| Syko. Pl ſwear, Sir, I am mightily oblig d to Four 

and ſo is Mr. Courtine Ha, ha, hal _ ' 

Luc. Mr. Courtine ! Take notice, Madam, I receive 
| that Expreſſion as kindly as if you had call'd him what 
| I wiſh him: For, pretty one, if my Intelligence be 


| Courtine, as much like a Gentleman — 
Sy. Sir! 
Luc. Madam ! 


Sv.” Oh Gad, he's very e DAſde. 
Luc. Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for I have 


; Moon ſhines too. 


S.. Between Ten and Eleven does tho Moon ſhine * 
Luc. As bright as any thing but yourſelf. 

Sv. But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 

Luc. Only you, how 1 love you. 

 Sylv. Eleven's a late Hour. 

* Luc. Not tos late. 

0 Sy. Indeed ! 


| true, he lives with your Ladyſhip as much like. Mr. 


| the Privilege of a Key that opens into the F telds : . 5 
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Luc. Take this, and my Word for i it. [Kiſs ber. 
Sykv. Fie ! how you uſe me, when you mean to for- 
get me. 

Luc. Huſh, no more; We 8 coming. Eleven, 
Sv. Ten, if you are kind enough. __ 
Tuc. Well ſaid, my chaſte Sex. ee eee 


E nter Porcia. 


Por. Oh Couſin, art thou come? Thou art the wel- 
comeſt Creature on the Earth; IJ have expected thee al- 
moſt to Deſpair for theſe three or Oh, Gael your 
Servant. 

Luc. I am here, Madam, i in nden to your Commands 

Sylv. Her Commands? 8 

Por. Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt b tr d Youth 
| He is ſomething related to us a great way off; and by 
that means has the Privilege of viſiting,” without Of- 
fence to my jealous Brother-in-Law, and tyrannical 
Guardian. Have you contriv'd that 3 

Luc. Madam, it is done. 

Sy. Bus neſs! What Bus“ neſs, Couſin? + 
Lord, Couſin, you ſeem concern'd at it. Loh 

Por. I'll tell thee: Seeing myſelf deve ed to 
the Rules and Limits of a very Priſon, I am reſolv'd to 
put as good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and 
make my Misfortune as eaſy as I can. Wherefore, for 
alittle preſent Diverſion, T have contriv'd a Letter in 
an unknown Name, by this young Agent here, and 
convey'd it to thy lewd Huſband, with another in my 
own to Braugard; and ſent for thee, my Dear, to ſhare 
in the Pleaſure of the Conſequence. 

Sy{v. Ha, ha, ha! But what will be this Conſequence 
Couſin ? 

Por. Twenty to one but it 8 ſome new Alarm 

and Divertiſment to my Jailors; who are ſo very ca. 
pricious, 
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pricious, they would fancy a Rat behind the Hangings for 
| a conceald Lover. It may too, by chance, produce me 
© ſome lucky Opportunity once more to make my Eſcape 
out of their mercileſs Power. Nay, they are already half 
| diſpos'd to run away themſelves; for by my Woman's 
Y Intereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has Care of the ſwear- - 
ing Atheiſtical Fellow, yeſterday hurt in the Scuffle, 
and afterwards convey'd hither, he gives it out, that he 
fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my 
| Lover Gratian ſighs, and turns up his Eyes like a godly 
W Brother at Exerciſe. My Brother Theodoret puffs, ſwells, 
| grinds his Teeth, and ſtamps as if he would - brain him- 
ſelf againſt the next Wall; while poor Beaugard's no er- 
be-good Father has, with pure Fear, loſt a red Noſe 
that has been his faſt Friend for theſe forty Years; and 
| every Time he ſees his' Face in a Glaſs, fancies every 

| Wrinkle there has the Shape of a Gibbet. 


E nter Phillis. 


Phil, Oh, 1 my dear, dear 14 What will pecome of 
us! the moſt unhappy Accident ! | 


Por. Hah !. F 
| 3 Indeed, n. I could Not — help it, 11 
ha loſt it. | | 
Por. Loſt it! loſt what? What haſt thou loſt > Would 
; Wi thou hadſt loſt thyſelf ; loſt k Leg or an Arm, or any 
ching, rather than have put me in this ene . 
q what is the Matter ? 2 
y Phil. Oh, Madam l the Billet, Madam, the Billet 
5 Luc. How's this? | i 


Por. What! the Note I ſent to Beaugard #4 
Phil. As I hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as 
faſt here between theſe two poor naked Breaſts here, as 


A 


ever it could ſtick, ſo I did; when, juſt as I was going 
+ orch, who ſhould meet me, but che old, wicked ranting, 
5, | | roaring 
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roaring Gent'eman, that lies hid here ſor fear of hang. 
ing would he had been well hang'd a Twelvemonth 
ſince) and there he fell a towzing and mowzing, and a 
meddling with me; I was never fo afraid of being ra- 
vid in my Life, gad he knows: So in the ſtruggle, [ 
gueſs the Note was toſt truly; though in my Heart, 
wiſh I had been raviſh'd fix times over, rather than 


ſuch a Misfortune had happen'd. Nevertheleſs, I ha! 


done your Bus'nefs for you, fo I have. 

Por. Bus'neſs! what Bus'neſs? Uglineſs and ill- = 
putation light on thee, Thou haſt undone and ruin 
me for ever. 

Phil. Why, 1 Sap met with the Cami, and told 
him the whole Matter, as well as if he had read it in 
the Letter himſelf. _ He's but too kind a Man to you, 
and I too faithful a Servant, ſo I am, to be thus reviled 
and curſed by you for all this. 

Por. What then did he 3 8 ? F ool, Beaſt and Block- 
head; tell me. 0 
Phil. Why, he ſaid, he'd ve thouſand _ a theu- 
ſand times for you, were it poſſible, ſo he did; and that 
he will not eat, drink, or ſleep till he has ſet you at Li- 
berty, ſo he wo? not; and that he will be i in n the Garden 

before Ten. 

Luc. What's in this Caſe to Ss done, Madam? | 

Por. O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me; for, 
ſhould the Lords of my Liberty get any Notice of this 
Billet, and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Re- 
lation, who knows what ill Uſage 1 it may aggravate ? 
To thy Chamber, dear Lucrece, ere the Storm comes upon 


us. [Alidl. 
Luc. I am all Obedience: Sweet Glue you'l re. 
member ? 5 [To Sylvia 


e It is not poſſible to forget you, "wah 
E. Erber on you for this Goodneſs. 


LX: Ves her Had, and Exit 
708 nter 
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Enter Theodoret in a"Rage. 


Theod. Double bar up all the Doors and Windows ; load 
| all the Arms in the Houſe, and be ready for Execution 
| inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils that dance in your 
gogling Eyes, Madam, I'Il try if you have given your- 
{elf over to Hell ſo far, that you can out at a ge res of 


8 Por. What means the great he Brute? | 

4 Theod. To cut off your Intelligence Lady, and ** 
| thee, e er I have done, to curſe thy Father and Mother 

1d that let thee learn to write, Seeſt thou this, thou irre- 


in W claimable profligate Wretch? Fogh ! Send you the drag- 
| ole-taild Miniſter of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full 
Cry about the Town, upon the rank Scent of a brawny 


| me loath the Houſe, and fancy it ſtinks of the foul Sins 
thou haſt imagin'd in it. 


Por. Thou barbarous, ill-manner'd, worſe 3 Beaſt! 


and Converſe? 


Theod. For the ſame Reaſon other tos hot-blooded 


Females are; becauſe, if pole, I would not have a 
good Breed ſpoibd. 


withal, if thy Tongue were able to throw it out ? 

Theod. Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy ! What, be a Doll. 
Common, and follow the Camp? how lovelily would your 
fair Ladyſhip look, mounted upon a Baggage Cart, pre- 
ſiding over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage 

Hl. If any thing in the World would 'make me fol- 


low a Camp, it would be a very long Fancy I have, | 


that I ſhould never ſee you in one, Sir. 
{ Exif Theod. Your Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend the Sol- 


Enter  diers Cauſe : You have married one, as I take i it, Madam. 
Ha, ba, ha. 


| back'd Hector? By Hs! the Thought of it makes 
Why am I abus'd thus? why made a Priſoner too, at 


| your fawcy Will? fetter'd up, and barr'd all Liberty | 


Por. What a Load of Dirt 1s hy thick Skull cram'd | 
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Por. He in a Camp ! he has not Courage enough to | 


animate half a Taylor, nor  Good-humour enough to 
make a Spaniel of ; nor-Senſe enough, if he were that 
Animal, to learn to fetch and-carry. 

Theod. This will open no Locks, Lady. 

Por. But there are Inſtruments to be had, that will 
break open Locks, Sir. 

Theod. Will you pleaſe to retire, and conſider farther 
of that i our Chamber? 

Por. , P11 not ſtir, Sir. 

Theod. "a By H Ahn but you ſhall, 8 
- S$ylv. Nay, by H n but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 

[Father at the Door 

 Thead, How? 


Fath. By Jove, and that's well ſaid, I'll ftand fil 


litle „and ſee what's the matter. 

. Theod. Do not drive me to uſe. Violence. 

Fath. How |! Violence to a fair Lady ! that's not ſo well, 

neither. * 
© Por. Hark you, Sir, my Gaoler, or my "RR (for 
which of the two your Office will end in, by your Pro. 
ceedings, I cannot imagine) do but touch me, or offer 
the leaſt Violence to compel me to a cloſer Confinement, 
by this injur'd Heart, I'll fire the Houſe about your Ass 
Ears: I'll ſooner burn with you, to be reveng'd, than 
endure ſuch Inſolence and Torment Any nee. 

 Theod.. Very well. 

Fath. T'gad, a brave Girl ! a delicate Wench-! how my 
Fingers itch to take her Part now ! I have a Month's 
Mind to eſpouſe her Quarrel, and make Friends with 


poor Jach again. Honeſt Tach ! tis the beſt natur d 


Boy in the World, tho! I was ach. a Beaſt to fall out 
with him. Hr [Al. 
Por. Inhumane, e Mendere why do you aMi& me 
thus? why do you hw the Tears from my poor Eyes, and 
wrack a tender Heart that never * you? - [ Weep, 
Theod, 
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5 Weod. For your Soul's Health, Lady, and the Welfare 
of your waſting Reputation. A Pox o your whining ! 9 
come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer - Book, and Re- 9 
pentance: Faſting and Humiliation will be N for 1 
you. To your Chamber. | vn 
1 Por. To my Grave, firſt, | 1 
Theod. Nay, then —— Wha, hoa. | f- 
[Offers to lay hold of her. | 
8 ; Por. Stand off, Murder ! Cramps, POIs © and Pal- 43 
| fies, with, &c. thy unmanly Hands. 4 | 
EF Theod. By Hom Mm. n! 4 
5 Por. Vou dare not do't. 5 | 
7 Thead. Hah ! if 


Serv. No, Sir, you dare not do't, you dare not. 
| Theod. Devant pas! Confound me but I ſhall be 
ſcratch'd here-preſently for my Patience. 
cle. What. an ill-bred Camel it is! 
| Fath. Nay, and what's more, you ſhall not do't, 
| you ſhall not Uo't, Sir. Hah! Is ae the Jane of your 
honourable Pretenſions? | 
Theod. Et tu Brute! ; 
Fath. Brute! Brute! Brute me no Brutes, Friend: 
Ounds, I am a Man, Fellow: Battoons and Bilboes! 
Brute a Gentleman! 
Theed. Your Pardon, Sir. 
Hl, Don't pardon him, Sir. 
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Enter Gontian, leaning on a Staff. 


Grat. Oh, Friend! 

 Theod, Poor Gratian ! 

Grat. If ever we ought to do any thing 8 our 
dafety, let us now prepare, and look about us; I have 
made hard ſhift to hobble hither ; my Wound's grown 
very troubleſome Weare all loſt, _ 

Theod, I can fear nothing, when my Friend's ſo near me. 

| Hl. 
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* Now, Couſin, rebel, and force your Freedom 
nobl | | 
Fath. Facky, I hope, Fack at the Head of Mirmidons, 
and declaring for his Property. Look you, Gentlemen; 
J muſt confeſs I have a Remorſe of Conſcience, and am 
ſenſible I have been a Rebel : wherefore, if my liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power, and be once more up 
in Arms, Leyalty, and natural Affection, Friends, will 
work; I muſt pronounce for Prince Facky.; and here! 
re ſolve to defend his Territories. [Dratvs a broad Sword. 

Grat. If Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to get your 
Pardon for Murder, Sir, it will be your beſt Way to 
cloſe with him ; for, in ſhart, the Atheiſt Daredevil, 
your Antagoniſt, is dead, Sir. 

Theod. Hah ! dead! 

. 

Grat. Yes, dead, Sir. : 

Sytv. So much the better: Porcia, let us run, up to the 
Leads, and cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment. 
Fauth. Then I find, that I am but a ſhort-liv'd Sin. 
ner: Farewel for ever Old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg, and 
Sugar; Seven and Eleven, Sink-Tray, and the Doublets ! 
Never comes better of rebelling againſt one's natural-born 
Children. I ſhall be hang'd one of theſe Sun-ſhiny 
Mornings, and a Ballad come out in the Afternoon to 
a lamentable Eighty eight Tune, of The Careful Sor and 


Prodigal Father. Dead, faid you, Sir? Re. 

Grat. Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour; W Cr: 
therefore it is my Opinion, that we inſtantly quit the | Rof. 
Houſe, and provide all for our Safety. . 4 Foun, 


Theod. Confuſion ! Devils! 

Por, N ay, Sir, ſtand faſt: dare bin to open a Pb, 
Sir, by H n, that Moment I'll alarm the Town, 
You ſhall not think to eſcape, reeking with a poor 
Man's Blood ſhed in defence of me. 

Theod, Lady, no fooling. 


4 Por 


SOS 


The Sor pr RS FoR TUNE. 97 

Por. No, Sit, no fooling: but now, Sir, go you to 
your Chamber, Sir, to your Chamberz to your Prayer. 
book, and Repentance' ; Faſting and Humiliation will 
be good for you: To your Chamber, Sir; as you ten- 
der your Neck, Sir. 

Ded Damnation I unhand me. 

Por. T'll die &er, I'll unhold you. Think you fo 
barbaroufly to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead 
Wretch, and have the Puniſhment of his horrid Murder 
gt on my innocent Head? 

Theo. What do yeu reſolve to do, Sir? 

Fath. Do, Sir! What can I reſolve to do, Sir? I have 
no means to hope to eſcape, Sir: for in the firſt Place, I 
| have no Money; and a Man that kills another without 
Money in his Pockets, is in a very hopeful Condition. In 


the vext Place, for a Diſguiſe, I have no Clothes but theſe 


you ſee on my Back; with this Tripe Buff - Belt here, 
the which there is not a Conſtable in the whole City but 
knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 
boa, Gentlemen, 1 have civilly kilfd a Man for your 
"" {Woovice; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to hang 
4 like Friends together, ſo : If not, I mutiny and the, 
711 Word is, Difcover the Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach. 


n to | Enter Roſard. 
Ref. Ob, Sir! where are you): 
ur Crat. Well, Reſard, what's the News now ? | 
x we Ne. The Gentleman, Heav'n be thank'd, is reviv*d 
boain, Sir; tho' the Doctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will 


Perainly carry him off. The poor Creature is very 
Door, NNeak, but very penitent. | 


own, MW. Fah. In troth, and that's a very in Symptom; there- 


po re my Opinion is ſtill —— I am for hanging all 
ogether. 


Peod. Hark you, old Ruſt ; you ſay you have no 
Prr eney; wherefore, * the preſent Interval, in the 
| | Aſt 
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=4 Por. Ten! That u was the Hour, Phillis, B 3eaugard men. 
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firſt Place (becauſe I will have no Mutiny upon this Oc. 

caſion) in order to your Eſcape, there's Money for you : 

In the next Place, as you want change of Rayment, i 
here's the Key of a ſmall Wardrobe, at the lower end | 2 
of the Gallery above, you'll find the Door to it; equip the 


yourſelf, and provide for your Security, as Your belt WW Rel 


Diſcretion ſhall direct you. | by 

Fath. Look you, Friend, the facner the better ; ; for to WW 2Þ 5 
tell you the Truth elſe, I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter WW © 
of it at Tyburn-Cro/s ; with a whining, ſniveling Account WW F 


of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company, W noth 
Wherefore, not being good at making Speeches, I will W Tis 
leave the Opportunity to you, of ſhewing your polite: us re 
Rhetorick, and fave a Member of the Common-wealth.— We cious 
There's no great harm in Murder, when it brings a . Love 
Man Money. | Alide, and Exit, his 8 

Por. And new, my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ſtand i ten, 
en even Terms. royi 
_ Theod. No, Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd, and 
therefore Hopes ſtill; tho', at preſent, in ſome meaſure 
to comply with you, and eaſe your Apprehenſions, with- te 
in the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your 
Liberty, but no farther this Night : And, for your ampler 
Satisfaction, if I have any midnight Alarms, from) out 
Correſpondent abroad, there's Emertainment ready for 
him, which he may not be very fond of; ſo good Night, 
it is almoſt Ten. Who waits? What, hoa ? be ready there. 
Come, Gratian, I'll ſee you to your Repoſe, and then te 
my Poſt of Guard. [Ex. Theod. and Gut. 


"tioned ; was it not? 
Phil. It was, Madam. | | 
Por. Be ready then, all ye propitious egen that fin 

on faithful Love; wait like kind Angels on him; eſta 

bliſh Conqueſt in his able Hand, and Kindneſs in his 

Heart. Oh, Sylvia! 5 - 


Welion þ 
„en 
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Sylv. Lou are tranſported, Couſin. 


| Por. With hopes of Liberty I am indeed : It is an Eu- 
2%, Woman's natural Right. Do not our Fathers, Bro- 


thers, and Kinfmen often, upon pretence of it, bid fair for 


Rebellion againſt their Sovereign? And why ought not we, - 


| by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly againſt them? 
| Sv. Moſt edifying Doctrine this is truly! 
8 | [IA Whifllexwithour. 


” 


| nothing ? | | 
'Tis there again; he's true, and I am happy. Sylvia, let 
| us retire ourſelves; you know your Apartment, for pre- 


| Love's great Cauſe. Thy Husband teo, may chance to have 
his Share in the Buſineſs ; and, as I have order'd Mat- 
| ters, meet ſomething in the Adventure, to mortiſy his 


| roving Humour, and reconcile him te his Duty and Al- 


legiance —— Hark on [Whiſtle again. 
There tis once more, a Summons to the Citadel to ſur. 
tender. This ſhall, in after Story, be call'd, Captain 
| Beaugard's befteging of the Widow. | 


| . Since Juſtice does his Enterprize attend my 
Without, and powerful Love within his Friend. [Exe. 


Garden. 


: Enter Beaugard, with a Party, 


+ 


E z 1 Man 


Por. The Sign! Hark, the Sign ! Phillis, heard you 
| a Bs I piſtle again. 


cious Miſchief will be ſoon on foot, and Action worthy 


Which, as tis laid, ſure with Succeſs muſt end, ; 


SCENE changes to Fields on the Backfide of a 


av. LIT OIL D, ſtand faſt; I have juſt now receiv'd - 
Intelligence over the Garden Wall, that our 
Deſign has taken Air, and there will be no eaſy Entrance. 
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1 Man. Ah, Captain l the Time has been, when, under 
your Command, we ſhould have had no need of a Coun. * 
eil of War for the attacking ſuch a Fortification as this is. 

Beau, Peace, Plunder, Peace, you Rogue; no mo. 
roding now; weil burn, rob, demoliſh, and murder 
another time together: This is a Bus neſs maſt be done 
with Decency ——— Hark 

2. Man. SomnCompany, coming, Sir, from the Back: 
Atreet-ward; 

Beau. Hold then, Plunder: Do you, with your flying 
Panty, hover at a diſtance about the Fields; while I, with 
the reſt of the Body, poſt myſelf as advantagiauſiy as I a 
can, to, watch the, Enemies Motions. [Exeunt: lo 


Enter eee and his Party. 


Find, This way che Nite was 2 Be ſure keep fafe the 2 
Garden Gate, and follow me carefully, [Exit Theod. 3 
Enter Courtine. 5 of 

You 


Cour. So, here I am; and now for my Inſtructions. ( 
Let me ſee [ Reads the Biller. ] Pray come difeuiſed, that 
if the Deſen ſhould' miſcarry, your Retreat may be the eaſier. 
Your unknown bluſbing Servant. ——>—= Humph ! Bluhin Þ 
Servant! Paſſingly modeſt, I'll warrant you! Pray come 
difeuiſed So J am, or the Devil's in't; for I look more 
like a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe. Let me ſee: 
Upon this: very Spot, the laſt time I was here, did I meet 
with my damn'd Wife: Avert the Omen, ſweet Heav'n, | 
I beſtech thee. And now, as I am confidering, where can 
my Friend Beaugard be at preſent too ? With a Whore; 
There's that Queſtion anſwer'd. Wherefore, would but | 
my unknown bluſhing Servant appear, or give me a kind 
Sign; would but my little Partridge call, methinks I | 
could * and run, and bill, and clap my Wings 
about her. - Turns about. 23 


Enter teward 
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Enter Theodoret. 
Weod. Stand: Who's there ? 
Cour. What's the matter now? 1! 
1 Ger. Stand, Sir: What are you, Sir? 
Cour. What am I, Sir? A Man, Sir. 


Theod. A Man, Sir, we fee you are: But what Man 
are you, Friend ? 


Cour. A Gentleman, Friend; and you had beſt uſe me 


fo — . H- n, Theodoret { and if I am but diſcovered ! 


( Afede. 


Mead. Hands of, vnlooſe him. You are not him we 
look for, Sir. 
Cour. I am glad of that with all my Heart. ( Hs dee 

Theod. And therefore I aſk your Pardon. But if you are 
a Gentleman, you will aſſiſt one in me, that have been 
injured. I have reaſon to believe, my Houſe is now beſet 
with Villains, who have baſe Defigns upon the Honour 
of my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, 


| © you'll draw your Sword to do Juſtice im a good - Cauſe. 


Cour. Sir, I wear it for no other end, and you.ſhall 
command-it. —— Ay, tis ſo; Beaugard upon new Ex- 
ploits for the Recovery of his Widow. Nothing but 
Knight-Errantry ſtirring this Moon. IA. 

_ Theod. Pleaſe you then, Sir, to ſtay here with my Ser- 


rants,” while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and try 


what J can diſcover. -» TExit Theod. 
Ct ur. You may truſt me, Sir. Now will J ſhew my- 
ſelf a true Raga to take Entertainment in Chriſtian 
Service, to betray 'em to my Brother Turk upon the firſt 
Opportunity. And ſo, my bluſhing unknown, you may 
gen ſtay your Roden with . men this Night. 


| Re-enter, Theodoret. 


De, They are here, ſtand faſt ; "be ane and be 
rewarded, N Enter 
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| Enter Lucretia. 


Luc. Now for a convenient Opportunity to do Mil. 
chief: Beawgard, I find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs 
punctual to Appointment in the Garden: Now could 1 
but order the Affair ſo, as to flur Beaugard upon her in- 
ſtead of myſelf, and her upon him inſtead of Porcia, my 
Conſcience would be fatisfied ; and he, Mr. Ceurtine, my 
Rival Widow, and the Wife, ſerv'd all in their kind. 

-Theod. Hold, Sir; What are you ? [To Beau. at the Eu. 

Cour. Ay: Now, now. Terrance, 

Beau. No matter, Sir; this is not-a time of Night 
to anſwer Queſtions. | 4 
Theod, Nay then | 

Beau. Nay now, Sir; and when: elle you . fit- 
ting, Sir: I am the Man you look for; and you are 
him I wiſh'd to meet here. | | 

Cour. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty! 
hang me like a Dog if I can imngine. | [Aldi. 

Beau. Come on there. — PR 

'Theod. You paſs upon your Death. FR 

| Bea. I have learn'd to ſcorn Death more, baer you 

firſt threatned it; 

I ſee your Numhers too, and come prepar d; 
Piorcia's my Claim, and here Pit win or loſe her. 
: \Theed, Then take thy Due; and die like dien 
Thief. Fall on. 
[Beaugard and Theo oret engage, and their Parti: 
. — and Theodoret quit each other. Beaugard 
falls upon Courtine, and Theodoret upon Beaugard' 
Party 3 who retire from him, as Courtine does from 
Beaugard from off the Stage. 

Meod. He runs, he runs; = half-bred HeRor runs. 
Falſe Cards and Dice, and Quart-pot Brothel Brawls, were 
fitter for his Management, than honourable L ifference. 

Hark, claſhing of Swords ſtill ! by Hom n I 125 15 
1 1 rien 
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Friend, the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly. took 
| our Party; if it be him, let's go, and give him Succour. 

, Enter Beaugard 5 in Courtine, who retires beyond 
| the. reach of his Sword, _ 

Bea. Baſe Raſcal ! Coward, flie ! 

| Cour. No, Sir, I ſtand ſtock ſtill, and won't ſtir an 

Inch ; but ſince you are ſo uncivil, reſolve not to fight 
| a ſtroke more: So there's my Sword, and here's your 

humble Servant, 5 | 


„ Bean. Courtine !.. EW 1 4 
ce. Cour. The ſame. "4 
ht Beau. And thou my N to0 J 


| Cour. No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wiſe enough 

| to have found it. I came hither diſguis'd, for a Reaſon 
ft. WM you fhall know hereafter ; but falling into the Hands of 
are Wl the Enemy, was forc'd to take Party againſt you, for fear 
| of being beaten for you; yet with a Deſign of revolting, 
would you have given ine leave. But you, when you 
ſhould have kept at the Head of your Friends, took a 
particular Fancy to be tickling my ſmall Guts, and now 
you ſee what you have got by it. 

Beau. Then farewel for ever poor Widow. *. 
ſlay, it were baſe and unmanly to give it over ſo— 
Let me ſee Lend me thy Diſguiſes, quickly, quickly, 
my Imagination's warm. : | 
night Cour. Ay, wth all my . ey glad to be rid of 

t ſo. [Diſews/es Beaugard. 


you 


arti WM Bean. Take this, 6 rally my ſcatter'd Forces. [Grwes. 
ugard Wim bis While.) They know the Sign, and cannet be 
gard s War off, under the Conduct of Plunder, that was my Ser. 
s fron Want abroad; thou know'ſt him; make what haſte is poſ- 


ble. - I'll be hereabouts, and be near me, if any new 


r runs. i aſter ſhould happen. 


8, were . Cour. Well, with all my Heart for once — here i is a 
erence . ew Deſign in Emhryo now; though I fancy, when we 
ils out ave got her, we ſhall never make of this Widow what 
Friendſde has colt us. E & Beau. 


* p—_—— * * 
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Euter Theodoret. 


| 7 This way I think I heard it: Look, 1 not that 
he? Oh my dear generaus Friend, let me embrace you : 


1 hope you are come off well. 


Beau. Very well, Sir, I chank you, if . were but 
Well off from this Place ; T fear the Man T had 10 deal 


withal is fallen, for I left him ſtagg ring: Security were W 


beſt for us II, Sir. 


Theod. My Houſe ſhall be your Sanctuary, and I'll | 


die with you, but I'll protect you. 


Beau. I gad, and that's "Kindly faid, as things land 


between us, and if he knew all. IEP LA.. 
. Theod. Open the Garden gate "TP ; You, ſhall ret 
yourſelf in an Arbour, wile I diſpoſe of the groſs of my 
Family, and prepare an Apartment for your Privacy, 

Beau. If I had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generoſit/ 
like this had over-rewarded it. Cour. at the Entrance. 

© Cour. Stand ſtill, ye beaten ſcatter d Scoundrels. T think 
that's he; follow me, but at a diſtance. 

_ Zheod. Open the Gate I ſay there; come Sir —— 

| [They enter the Garden. 
CG our. The Stratagem ſucceeds, and Troy * is taken. 


Enter Lucretia. 
Tuc. O dear Sir, are not you Captain ee 9 


Caur. The fame, my dear Child, the lame ; ; haſt thou | 


wy good Tidings for me? 
Luc. The private Door of the Garden « on is other ſide 


is open'd, and you may enter, Sir. My poor Lady is dy- 


ing almoſt with Deſpair, that ſhe ſhall never ſee you more? 
Could you now'tell-me News of Captain Courtine ? 
Cour. Hah ! Does then my bluſhing unknown belong 


to theſe Territories ? It muſt be ſo. | Hide. Captain Cour. 


tine is juſt gone in before, Sweet-heart 3 therefore if thoi 
art a true Friend to Leve, quickly conduct me, 
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Luc. I'll ſhew you, Sir, into the Door, where you may 
conceal yourſelf in one of the Arbours till I go through 
the Houſe, and bring you farther Intelligence. | 


Cour. And if my Adventure happen really to be at 
the end of this Buſineſs, my Friend and I ſhall not, I 
fancy, paſs our time very uncomfortably. 4/4-.\ Rogues 


follow me, follow me Rogues, + [Exeunt. 
f N 5 XJ —_ — * 2 N *Y) Py, , 2 WY. TY » 4 : > 7 — N JI 
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SCENE the Garden. 


: Beaugard looking out of an Arbour. 
Beau: O, ſo, thus far I am undiſcover'd ; it is as dark 
as if the Devil himſelf were abroad a ſolacing 
amongſt a Company of Northern Witches to Night: It 
Courtine be but enter'd with my Mirmidons, the Widow's 
infallibly all my own. Hiſt ! who comes here? | 


| Enter Lucretia. 
Lwe. Sir, Sir, where are you? 3 
Beau. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 
Luc. Friend ! Is not your Name 


Beau. My Name ! what, what can this mean? [ {fde, 
Ts Tuc. Beaugard, come, come, I know you : You need 
; : ö 


not diſtruſt yourſelf, my Deſign is to do you Service; 


| your Porcia knows you are here, and expects you with 
Jer go der Arms open; follow me. | 
| wn Beau. Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the Charm of 
more! 


that Name I muſt follow thee, though thou lead me to 


? Perdition. + . | 
= Luc. Softly, no Noiſe, this Way, give me your Hand. 
f 1 | | ” 1 [ Excunt. 


Enter Courtine. 


Where I will creep in, and lie as cloſe as a Coward in 


the Hold at a Sea- fight. E's Enter 


Cour. Hold, let me ſee; ay, there I think is an Arbour, 


Cour. Ay, but the Devil a word you'll get out of me. Hd.. 


Bit ? — [Courtine /rores. 
Friend, Friend, awake, your Chamber's ready, and [ 


I quiet thee? [ Beaugard's Father at the Door 
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Enter Theodoret. . „ 
Theed. Hereabouts it was I left him. It is wonder. ar 


fully dark. Friend, Friend, where are you ? 1 H 


Cour. Hal that's another ſort of Voice than the Youny- 
ſters I depend upon. By H n, Theodoret! [ Afidt, 
Theol. Friend, Friend, I ſay, where are you ? 


Theod. Why, Sir, Friend, do not you hear me? | 

Cour.. No. "= [4fde 

'Theed. I am ſure this muſt be the Arbour ; I'll run 
and call a Flambeaux. 

Cour. That may not be ſo well neither, m). Aﬀairs will 
not agree with the Light, as 1 take it. ' [ Afede. | 

Theod. May be he's fallen 9 let me ſee. bees; in- 
to the Arbour and feels bim.] Tis even ſo What hoa, 


ſtay for you. 
Cour. "Who s there? What are . 
Aloud, as if frighted adden 
heed Huſh, make no noiſe ; but come away. 
Cour. Is it you, Sir, He miſtakes me for Beaug ard, 
I hope. A ld. 
Theod. The ſame: I wait upon you, follow me. 
Cour. If he diſcover me, all again isruin'd; but Dark neſs 


1 Ware, and Impudence will beſriend a gocd Cauie. (fd. 
2 xcunti. 


SCENE Daredevil's Chamber, 
With only one ſmall Lamp TEE. THT and Daredevil on the Bed. 
d. H ! oh ! ok! my Wounds and my Sins! Con. 
—_ O ſcience, Conſcience, Conſcience, how ſha! 


Trail. 


«4 


1 
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+ Fath. This cowardly Chicken-hearted Raſcal will die, 

-- and be .damn'd at laſt. (ide) How do 9 do, Sir ? 
| How do you find yourſelf ? - 

z- WW Pared. Oh very ill, Heaven knows! within 8 

+ Hours of a Grave, and, without great Mercy, of a deeper 


Place: Whoever you are, if you have any Charity, pro- 


de. cure me ſome conſcientious godly Divine to unburden 
| | myſelf of my Iniquityto. 

Fath. This puling, whining, repining Ws within 
theſe two Days was blaſpheming: OughtI to be hang'd 
now for ſuch a Varlet? (Aide) Shall I ſend you a Divine, 
| YOU, Sir ? 7 


to me, Sir, 


Fatb. I'll try what I can FR for you, fmce | ſce 8 
Condition ſo dangerous. A Pox o'your queaſie Conſcience; 
there is no Safety for me in ſtaying here, that's one thing, 
| the Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprehending ſome- 
body; For looking out at the Wardrobe Window, as I 
was dreſſing myſelf, I obſerv'd ſix or ſeven arm'd Rogues, 
with hangmanlike Faces, ſneaking and ſculking about the 
Garden, that's another thing; wherefore I will haſten 
and finiſh my Diſguiſe, and if there come an Alarm, 
take the faireſt Opportunity to get off in it; and that for 
me will 905 the beſt thing. | Exit Father, 


; 4 


Enter Gnu 


Cour. To what an inſignificant Purpoſe have I taken 
all this Pains to Night? here have I been put into a Room 


a kind, ſmall, complaining Voice this way too, and muſt, at 
Wprelent confeſs myſelf in a very good natur'd Humour, 
very much inclin'd to ſuccour any diſtreſſed Damſel? that 
Vantsa Companion to pals away a tedious Night withal. 

Dared. 


Dared. It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort 


with a Bed in it, with, pray, Sir, will you pleaſe to take 
| Wyour Reſt, in the Devii's Name; when my Deſign has not 
„een to take my Reſt, but my Recreation: I fancy I heard 
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- Dared. Oh! oh]! Wou'd but this dear Man come now 

Cour. Hah! hark! That muſt certainly be me ſhe 
means; nay, I am ſure on't: TY on a little farther. 
Dared. Oh, oh! 

Cour. Where art thou, thou "your Creature ? I am 
come to comfort thee. | 

Dared. I wiſh you had come alittle ſooner, I am very ill. 

Cour. Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's fick with paſſionate Ex- 
pectation: This muſt be my dlaſing, gn rte Ser- 
vant at the laſt. 

Dared. Whereabouts are you ? Give me your Hand 
hither, will you? 

Cour. Here, here it is, and my Heart too, thou haſt 
'em both. I'll ſwear ſhe has a well grown Palm; by the 
Rule of Proportion, P11 warrant her a Swinger: — But 


no matter, tis in the dark. Ala. 


Dared. Heart, faid you, Sir? Alas, } my or Heart's 
breaking. 

Cour. Breaking, dear Soul! No, no, never fear it; 
II give thee a Recipe to keep it whole, I warrant thee, 
This is the moſt Romantick Adventure * 


[Falls to undreffing himelf. | 


Porcia and Phillis at the Door. 


Por. Has then Beaugard gotten Entrance, art thou ſure? | 


Cour. Hah! 

Phi). Madam, fo fare, that his Falet Fourbine is here 
in the Houſe, and told me fo himſelf. 
Cor. What's that? 

Por. Then now my Part begins: Was there ever ſuch 
nhumane Cruelty committed, a Wretch barbarouſly mur- 
der'd and expos' d, without Comfort or Suecour? 


Cour. Murder, ſaid they ? what, Manſlaying ł when all} 


my Thoughts were upon nothing but Manmaking. I gad 
then tis time that 1 take care for one, and till a better 


Con- 


The SoL.DIERs ForRTUNE. 109 
Conveniency * itſelf here's my Burrow. Murder 


in n the Devil 5 Name! f What do they lay now ? 


[Creeps under the Bed. 
Por. No, no, my — TORR will not bear it, I muſt 


proclaim it to the World: What, hoa there ? Murder, 
Murder, Murder! 

Cour, Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condition that I 
am got into, 

Por. But does the Chirurgeon fay there i is certainly no 
Danger? 

Phil. Only a thin Skin Wound on the outſide of his 
Belly; but that the Force of Fear in the Cowardly- 
hearted Fellow, will let him think of nothing but a 
Grave and Damnation. 

Por. 'The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be im- 
prov'd : Wherefore, I ſay, the ſtinging of my Conſcience 
will not Jet me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murder; 
Murder, Murder, Murder f Cry * You Wich, and 
alarm the Houſe. 

Phil. Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam. 

Por. Stand ftill, and obſerve then. 


Enter Beaugard . 


Bear. I think it was this way; but no matter, for I am 
fure 1 reign Lord Paramount of this Caſtle now : The an- 
gry jealous Brother is gone to Bed, and all his warlike Fa- 
mily, where he lies as faſt, and ſnores and gapes ſo wide, 
one might ſteal the Widow ont of his Mouth if ſhe were 
tere. Now could I but find the way to her Ladyſhip's 
Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Orders, with his 
Crew binding the drowſy Rogues. of the Family in their 
Beds, what an Opportunity would that be 3 For there is 
but one way of making a ſlippery Widow ſure to vou. 

Per. No matter, happen how it will, I ay again it is 
a erxing Sin, it is an Abomination, tis a Ahk 

[Seeing Bean. 42445 d, is frighted and runs our. 


Beau. 
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IM. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this time 
o' Night, and in Pettjeoats too? Nay, then have at you, 
ye airy Forms. 

[Going out, is met by his Father, di ſemis & like a Plana. 

tick Preacher. 

Fath, Ves, verily, and indeed. it is an Abomination, 
a burning Shame, and a lewd Abomination. | 

Beau. Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Petticoats, that 
ſqueak'd Abomination in Ela, converted to the fleſhly ſi- 
militude. of a Holy Brother, that cants.it in S — 
Hoh ! Speak, what art thou ? | 

Fath. A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſciences. 
I come here by appointment, with an Olive Branch in 
my: Mouth, to viſit a mortal Ark toſs'd and floating in 
Floods of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. 


Beau. And are you really, Sir, a Man? really the 


Godly Implement you el to be, for the ering of 
foul Conſciences * © 

Dared. . Ha! ha ! ha! Godly Lmplenidiit it has al- 
moſt made me laughy that's a merry Gentleman, TI 
warrant him: Oh, h h! 

Fath. I am, my Friend, I tell thee, an Inſtructor of 


the Choſen; thou ſavour'ſt of the old Man, ſtand off, and 


do not pollute me with too near Communication: I come 
to convert a Sinner to the Truth; it was I that convert- 


ed —— as ſome ſay, nobody; and expounded the Groans 
of the Proteſtant Board. How fareth our Brother? (Hd. 


Dared. Alas, Sir, very weak ; upon the Point of Dil. 
ſolution, and tormented with the SURRY of a terrify'd 
Conſcience. 

Fath. Lay thaw © one Hand ypon thy Heart, 

Dared. I do ſo. 

Fath, Lend me the other; that in the den fork thy sin, 
thy right Hand may not know what thy leſt Hand doth. 

Beau. A very material Point that is truly. (Afde, 

Tab. Thou haſt liv'd in Wickedneſs * 3 

ared. 


= | 
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Dared. From ſixteen to eight and forty, without the 
leaf Repentanee, or a 'Thought of it. 
Fath. A very dangerous State but for thy cart Sins, 


| Imprimis, what ? 


Dared. Drunkenneſs. 
Fatb. A very pernicious Sin, And of the Devil's 18 
Inſtigutjon ; for it ſets our Souls o' fire; Nay, it ſets our 
Noles O fire, and {ets Houſes o'fire, Drunkenneſs —— 
Did you'ever burn any Houſes ? 

Dared. Never but three, and they Houſes of [A 6A 


too; Bawdy- Houſes, Sir. 


Fath. So much the worſe : For if Bawdy- Houſes be 
burnt, what civil Family in this City ſleeps ſafe? I never 


burnta Bawdy- Houſe in my Life, that's my Comfort. Adi. 
 Dared. Item, Whoredom, Adultery. 


Fath. For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other Mens 
Wives, let me tell you, it isa Dunst Sin, and a very loud 
one too; but do you repent? 

Dared. From the bottom of my Heart. 

Beau. So, Heaven be thank d, there's no Harm in wann 


Whoredom. (Hae, 


Fath. No more to be ſaid then; be comforted, and II 
abſolve thee : - But with whom was this Wickedneſs 
committed Jaſt ? 

Dared. With my Boſom Friend's Wiſe, and one that 
deſerv'd much better of me. 

Beau, And that was very friendly done of ew truly. 

Fath. Impudent Rogue: (Aide) But was ſhe very young? 

Beau. Ay, now uu feeling circumſtantial Queſtions 
are ſtarting, | (Hae. 

Dared. About enen and not 1 wedded a full Vear. 

Fath. Voluptuous Dog ! [4/ide.] But handſom r 
Was ſhe very handſom ? 

Dared. Too beautiful to ha ve had 10 little Virtue. 

Fath. Her Name, her Name: Tell me her Name. 
Quickly, I ſay unto thee, let me know her Name. 


Beau. 


= 1 2 : 
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Beau. Well faid, well faid there, old Fornication. Hide. 
Dared. That I have promis'd ſhallfor ever be a Secret, Sir. 
Fath. Then thou art damm d, and I do not abſolve thee. 

I muſt know this precious young Harlot. EY Ede. 

Once more I ſay, her Name, 
Drred. But I have Tworn, Sir; you'd not have me be 

| forſworn 4 
Fatb. A mortal Sin in itſelf ; Cwearing 3 is ae Sin, 

Farewel. I'll have no more to do with thee : Thy Sins 


are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee—A damn'd | 


Rogue, not to tell me her Name Aldi. 
Dared. Oh oh! dear Sir, come back again, and leave 


me not in this deſperate, deſponding, ſad Condition. 
Exit Father. 
Beau, If he has any Mercy in this Cafe, but upon his own 


—_— he's no Father of mine I'm ſure ot. Ad. 


Enter Lucretia. 
Luc. Oh, Sir, Tam glad I have met with you ; a word 


with you in private; turn, turn this way into the next 


Roem quickly; Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sit. 
Beau. Ha ipeak, where is ſhe, they pretty, ſmiling 
Mercury? 

Luc. I am to bring her to you this Moment: No 
more Words, but in Sir, in, if you'll be happy. ; 


Cour. Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then I'm {ure it muſt be 


Beaugard'; a pretty Pimp that, I'Il warrant him. [| 46d 
Beau. And ſhall I truſt thee ? | 

Lac. Why ſhouid I deceive you ? 18 

Beau. Ee ſu e thou doſt not, as thou lov'ſt the Welfare 


of this ſofty tender Ouiſide; adieu for a Minute. Exit. 
Luc. That Minute gives her to your mon," 6 Sir 


Hiſt, Madam, Hiſt ! the Caait is now clear. 
Su. Where are you, IIl-nature? 
Luc. Here, tortus'd with my Longings : Where axe 
you, come, eome. 
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Exit. 
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H lte. Why do you make me do this? 
Lac. Is that a Queſtion now? Turn, turn into the | 


danke Chamber: I'll but ſecure this Door, and then the 


. $ OUr OWN. + 
Hl. Don't ay too long. 


Cour. How afraid ſhe i is, 12 he ſhou'd Sichen too 


on ? Th LAlide. 
Luc. Be fatisfy'd; Tol "AN hae is, from you as Faſt as I 
can; for I hope I have fitted you. (Exit Sylvia. 


Cour. Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the Houſe, | 
Tü lurk here no longer. The Devil again? 


R teurer Father. bt 

Fath. Trouble me no more, I fay, 1 will not be per- 
fwaded, I will know the Adultreſs's Name, that I may 
admoniſh.her ; for it has been of ancient Practice in theſe 
our pious Offices, to make our Converts confeſs, not on- 


| ly all they know, but all that we have a mind to know. 


Dared. Not Sir, I hape, if it be improper. | 
Fath, No matter for that, proper or improper, right or 
wrong, true or falſe, if it be for our uſe, 1 it muſt be con- 
feſſed. Therefore I ſay, and ſay again, I do not abſolve 
theepthou art in the State of Perdition ſtill: Tell me her 
Name, or for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houſes, 
thy Whoredoms and Adulteries; Blaſphemy and Pro- 
phaneneſs; thy Swearing, and Forſwearing; thy rubbing 
out Milk-ſcores, and Lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent- 
Garden ; thy breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables 
and Watchmen, Beadles, Taylors, Hackney-Coachmen 
and Link-boys ; for all theſe 


N 4 ſqueaking from each fide of the Stage, one from 
Sylvia. 

Hark there, the enen Fiends are at the Door already. 

Hark. cream again. 

Cour. Nay, Madam, if you ſqueak, and think to ala- 

rum * Houſe, if 1 « not behave myſelf like a true 

| F riend 
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Friend to 1 Jam miſtaken, and ſo here I'm poſted, 
and thus will maintain the Pass. 
. [Goes to the Door where Beaugard and 5 W; ife are, * 
draws his Sword to defend it. 
Luc. [ At the mon AY fads mY ern. tear, * 
friendly Cuckold. af 21 1 Le) 


Enter Think; and Porcia erying. 


Theod. Come forth, thou Strampet. - 

Por. Nay, cruel 7 heodoret, do not, 40 not n me: 
Here on my Knees | 

Cour, How's this? Porcia taken We! and my Friend 
here in private with Porcia too 

Dead. By Heav'n thou dy'ſt this Moment. 
Cour. By Hell though, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 


Enter Sylvia, and Beaugard pur fuing her. 


Beau. Nay, Madam, then! How's this? my Widow 
ſplit in twain? My Porcia there, and Porcia here too? 
Confound me! Courtin?s Wife ! I have done finely. 

Deo. You'll juſtify this Uſage? 

Cour. You ſee I'm reſponſible. - * [Shes him Beau. 

Beau. By Heav'n unhand. her, or —Nay, look Sir, wel], 
you 'll know me. Toro aus of his Diſguiſe. 

Por. My faithful Soldier! 


Beau. My victorious Widow ! | [She runs into his Arm. 


Theod. Call up my Servants there, raiſe all theHouſhold. 
Recs. FI1d8. it, SH aconinreme 


[ Gives the Sign, Plunder — his Party appear. 


See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on Eu, if you 


have any Service-to command them. 
Theod. And I will find 'em Service that ſhall warm 


'em. (Exit. 


ny Now, 1 fancy, — this Lady ni herſelf, 


ſhe may be a Diſcovery worth the making. Madam, you 


ſee here my Friend is inconſtant, but truly nothing could | 
ever | 


: J 
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ev 
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ever wean him from this Widow here — Se / 
my Wife! my rigid virtuous Wife! my damin'd, con- 
founded jealous Wife 
Fa. Now there are very hopeful Matters towards. 
Cour. It was very courteouſly done of me, Beaugard, 
was It not, to keep the Door for you, with my nen 
Sit ? 
Beau. Nay, let us not quarrel, Ned: II give 9 a 
friendly account of this Matter to- morrow between our- 
ſelves; in the mean time be fatisfy'd, I have not wrong d 
thee. 
4 Es. Will you never leave this F oraging into other 
| Folks Quarters, Captain ? 
| Beau. I am afraid, Widow of mine, you bad a Fin- 
ger in the Plot, though -—— | 
| Sylv. Indeed, my Deareſt 
Cour. Your humble Servant, my Deareſt ! I am'only 
| glad of this fair Opportunity to be rid of you, myDeared : 
henceforth, my Deareſt, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Dear- 
eſt, I ſhall whore, my Deareſt ; and ſo long as I can pimp 
ſo handſomely. for you, myDeareſt, I hope, if ever we re- 
turn into the Country, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and 
then with the Dairy-wench, or Chamber-maid, my Deareſt. 
|. Sip, I always was a Burden to your Sight, and you 
fall be this time eas'd ont. „ 


2 Cour. With all my. Heart,; Heav'a grant it would 
att for ever. | 


E:. nter Theodoret. 


you N. My Hekes lock'd up! my Kreide gagg d and 
WH bound! I am betray'd, undone, and will not live to bear it. 

im Beau. Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither: This De- 

Fit. fon was not laid for a Tragedy. 

rſelf, Theod. How do you intend to deal with me ? | 

you , Beau. Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly de- 

ould | frye it of me: In ſhort, this Lady is my Charge now, 

ever | and 
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| and you in my Power; and by her Authority , this be. | 


God nora Devil, and Be afraid of a Hurt no bigger than 


thought It was. 
hearty: I can ſtand, I can walk too, 1 have no Pain at 
all. How doſt thou do, old Orthodox? 
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ing her own Houſe, I made thus bold with it; » and | pet 
will take care to diſpoſe of her hereafter out of the reach wil 
of your mercileſs Tyranny; nay, if this reverend Perſon 4 
will do us the friendly Office, though I have ofien re. 
nounc'd it, am ready to do it one way this Moment, 1 
Daredevil, wilt thou lend me thy Cheplain ? | Wh 
Dared. Heb! for 
Por. Riſe, Sir; won't you riſe? If your old Frient WM Unt 
" and I make a Match'on't, I hope you'll be i kind vw Wh # 
dance at the Wedding. | The 
'  Dared. Dance, Madam! I am dying. | and 
Pil. That's falſe, to my Knowledge, Madam: For WE you 
the Surgeon told me laſt Dreſſing, it was ſo flight a | 
Wound, he had much ado to keep it from healing. Hun 
Dared. Yes, by the ſame Token When he had done with Bt 
me, he began with you, forſooth, and ſaid, he would ſhew Wa pe 
Von a little of his Operation, for handling and tampering WW F 
With his Box of Inſtruments, and there s the I ruth out now. have 
4 | All. Ha Sal e Worr 
Dared. Why, Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, . mine 
; am not I dying? am not I wounded ? Is not there a Hole their 
in my Belly that you may turn a Conch and fix in? 


Beau. No, no : Prithee leave raving, and. get up far 
ſhame, Man. Thou an Atheiſt ! Thou believe neither a 


a Pinhole ! Courtine, lend us thy Hand to raiſe up our ole 
Friend here: Well, how is't now? [Sets him on his Les, ough 

Dared. Ha! Faith and Troth, I fancy not ſo bad as Bea. 
Methinks I begin to find myſelf prety gra 
ave o. 
be, I | 
Fath 
ut tho 
W'ovide 


Beau, 


[Strikes him on his Shoulder, which oats the Diga 
from bis Face. | 


a Cor 
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Cour. Ah ! but you repented, Daredevil ; thou didſt re- 
pent, Friend: Tam ſorry to hear of it with all my Heart; it 
| will be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon ; but thou didſt repent. 
| Fath. A Poxon the Blockhead, now I ſhall be known. 

unbling to fix his Diſcuile again. 
Dared. Repent ! ! prithee be quiet, Man; repent, quoth-a!. 
| Why, doſt thou think IL did not know my old Cuſtomer 
for two Deuces here, old Anti. Abraham, the Father cf 
end Unbelievers? | 
% Fath. My Facky ! my little Rogue my Hiaty Boy! | 
Thou Son of thy nown Father! I can hold no longer; 
and I muſt kiſs thee, and I will kiſs thee, e, e, e, e, you Dog, 
[you Dog, you Dog, . little dear damn'd Dog. 
| [Sings old Simon. 
Hurra, the Widow s our own : There lie Divinity, 

Beau. A very Cutter, as I live, had he but a Tabitha, 
a perfect Cutter 
| Fath. Now Fach boy, Facky, you Rogue, fhall not I 
uwe a little Spill out of this Portion now, hah ? The jolly 
Worms that have fatten'd ſo long in this Malmſey Noſe of 
mine with the Fumes of Sack, will die, and drop out of 
their Sockets elſe. Couldſt thou have the Heart to ſee 
[this laminate Noſe of mine look like an empty Honey- | 

omb ? Couldſt thou be ſo hard-hearted ? 

PM Faith, Captain, be mollify'd ; the old Gentleman, 
nethinks, propoſes very moderately. 

Fath. It ſhall be ſo; ſhe ſhall be my Daughter-in-Law, 
ough I mvert the Order of Duty, and aſk her Bleſſing. 
Beau. Look you, Sir: Though you have been a very 
— Father, upon Condition that you'll promiſe to 
ave off Gaming, and ſtick to your Whoring and Drink- 
be, I will treat with you. | 

Fath. The Truth ont is, I have been to blame, Jack ; 6 
it thou ſhalt find me hereafter very obedient ; that is, 
orided I have my Terms, Which are theſe. 
(oY Bray, Come on, then, 
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Farb. Three Bottles of Sack, Fack, ßer Diem, without 
Deduction, or falſe Meaſure: Two Pounds of Tabacco 
per Month; and that of the beſt too. 

Bean. Truly, this is but reaſonable. | 

" Fath. Buttock-Beef, and March-Beer at Dinner, you 
Rogue: A young Wench of my own chuſing, to wait on 
no body but me: Always Money in my Pocket : An old 
pacing Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. | 

Beau. Agreed. Vou ſee, Sir, already, Lo 1 
to ſettle my Family; and all this comes by the Domi- ' 
nion Chance has over us. By Chance, you took the | 
Charge of an old Father off from my Hands, and made 
a Chaplain of him. By the ſame ſort of Chance I have 

taken this Lady. off from your Hands, and intend to 
make her another fort of Domeſtick. What ſay you, 
Sit ? Are you contented ? 
' Theoad. 1 cannot tell whether I am or no. 
Bean. Then you are not ſo wie 2 Man as I took you 
for. In the mean time, for your Liberty, you muſt dil. | 
penſe with the want of it, till I have this Night ſecured 
the Safety of my Widow. Your Friend, Gratian, be- 
eauſe of his Wounds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, 
and may take his Reſt as otherwiſe. For the other 
of the Family, I care not to make Excuſes. 

© Thus fill with Power in Hand, wwe treat of Peace; 
But when tis ratify'd, Sufpicions ceaſe; 
The conquer d to recruiting Labours move ; 


Like me, the V. ictor crowns his Eaſe with Love. | 


0 3 | a1 
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E 5 I L O G U E. 
By Mr. Dale, af Cambridge.” 


T is nbt long, ſince in the noiſy Ph 8 
ty Tumultuoys Faction ſat the Judge 50 
> Wit; 


£ There Knaves applauded what 13 
Blockheads wr. | 


| 4: a. Whig-Brother's Play, the bawling Crawd 
Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous, and as loud, 
| 4; hen ſome Member's faut EleQion-Beer- © 
Gains the 'mad Voice of a whole. Drunken' Shire, 


And yet een then our Poet's Truth was is this 
Tho! *twas a deviliſh Pull to ſtem the Tide; 
Aud tho he ne er did Line of Treaſon write, 
| Nor made one Rocket on ' Ducen Beſs's Night ; 
duch was his Fortune, or ſo good his Cauſe, 
en then be faild not wholly of Applauſe. 

He that could then eſcape, niow' bolder grows : 

Wince the Whig-Tide's run out; the Loyal flows, 

All you who lately Bere preſum d to hawl, 

Take Warning from our Bretbren at Galld-Eal: 

The Spirit of Rebellion there i is guell d, 

Ind here your Poet's Acts are all repeaÞd : 

mpartial Fuſtice has reſum'd again 

ur awful Seat, nor bears the Sword in vdin, 
7 | ; The 


e” * 


E PI 


EPILOGUE. 


The Stage /hall Jaſh the Follies of the Times. 
And the Law's Vengeance overtake the Crimes. 
The perjur'd Wretch all no Protection pain 
From his diſhonour'd Robe and Golden Chain; 
But ftand erpes d to. all th inſulting Town, 
While rotten Rags bedatob the Scarlet Gown. - 
Pack hence. betimes, you . that were never ſparing 
2 fave the Land, and damn yourſelves by Waring; 


Sboula the wiſe City now, to eaſe your Fears, 
rect an Office to inſure your Ears; 
Thither fuch numerous Shoals of Witneſſes 
And Juries, conſcious of their Guilt, would preſes 
That to the Chamber hence might more be gain'd; | 
Than ever Mother Creſwell from it drain d; 
And Perjury to the Orphans Bank r:/tore 
Whatever Whoredom robb'd it of before, 


